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FIESTA OFFERS VOICE-ACTIVATED 
ALLING, DIRECTIONS, MUSIC AND NEWS. 


ITS COMPETITORS DON’T. 


Any car can offer a hands-free calling device. 
Only the Fiesta offers voice-activated SYNC* 
With SYNC, you can use your voice to doa 
whole lot more than just make calls. After all, 
it's one of the most advanced communications 
systems you can find in a car.” All at a price 
that will leave you, well, speechless. 






IT’S A PRETTY BIG DEAL. 





INTRODUCING THE NEW FIESTA 
fordvehicles.com 


Drive one. 





Jim Fiscus for ESPN The Magazine 





We surf the Internet. 


We swim in magazines. 


The Internet is exhilarating. Magazines are enveloping. 
The Internet grabs you. Magazines embrace you. The 
Internet is impulsive. Magazines are immersive. And both 
media are growing. 


Barely noticed amidst the thunderous Internet clamor is the 
simple fact that magazine readership has risen over the past 
five years. Even in the age of the Internet, even among the 

groups one would assume are most singularly hooked on 
digital media, the appeal of magazines is growing. 


Think of it this way: during the 12-year life of Google, 


magazine readership actually increased 11 percent. 


What it proves, once again, is that a new medium doesnt 
necessarily displace an existing one. Just as movies didnt kill 
radio. Just as TV didn’t kill movies. An established medium 
can continue to flourish so long as it continues to offer a 
unique experience. And, as reader loyalty and growth 
demonstrate, magazines do. 


Which is why people arent giving up swimming, just because 
they also enjoy surfing. 
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Green Day Take Manhattan 


Arave in The New York Times; packed previews; more than $2.3 million in tickets sold: 
Green Day were the toast of Broadway during the opening of American Idiot in April 
(see page 15). “I feel like we did before we put out Dookie,” says Tré Cool. But not all of 
Broadway was ready for punk rock: After the band scampered up the show’s marquee 
(above), an agitated theater worker demanded they climb down right away. 


Photograph by GAVIN BonpD 





COVER STORY 


The Tao 
of Robert 


Downey Jr. 


Hardass, flake, superstar: 
The greatest actor of his 
generation is anything you 
want him to be - and an 
Iron Man, too. 





FEATURES 
KeS$ha: Confessions 
of a Party Animal 


Bourbon, blow jobs and the 
biggest lesbian party on the 
planet: Up all night with the 
“TiKk ToK” singer - a.k.a. pop’s 
hottest hell-raiser. 

By AUstin SCALES ..cercrereceer 50 


The Boy Who 

Stole Planes 

Colton Harris-Moore was a 
troubled teen on the run from 
the law. He had never set foot 
in a plane. But when he stole 
his first Cessna, he became an 
outlaw legend. 

By Jason Kerstet..iscccccccsccess 56 
——— 
NATIONAL AFFAIRS 
Revenge of 

the Puppet 

Hamid Karzai, the presi- 
dent of Afghanistan, is try- 
ing to end the war - but will 
the Obama administration 

let him? 

By Robert Dreyfuss .......... 36 


The Feds vs. 
Goldman Sachs 


The SEC case against 
Goldman Sachs reveals the 
bottom-line truth about Wall 
Street: It’s even worse than 


we thought. 
By Matt Taibbi.........0... sear 40 
5 
CLOSE-UP 


} 
Gogol Bordello 
Wandering Gypsy 
Tracking down Eugene Hitz, 
king of punk-rock Balkan 
party music (and Madon- 
na buddy), in his new home: 
sunny Rio de Janeiro. 
By Christian Hoard...........54 
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Green Day Musical 


Debuts on 1 Broadway 
American Idiot opens to rave 
reviews in New York............. 15 


Coachella 2010 | 
Jay-Z brings out his lady for | | : 
a surprise start to the deser 
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Major Lazer 
Diplo and Switch bring the 
beats and the sleaze to their 
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The Hold Steady 


Bar-band greats take it to next 
level. plus: Dead Weather.... 65 
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‘Tron Man’ Returns 
Robert Downey Jr. takes 

on Mickey Rourke. ptus: A 
Nightmare on Elm Street .... 72 
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JOIN OUR TEAM 
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On the Cover 


Robert Downey Jr. 
photographed in Lancaster, 
California, on March Ist, 2010. 
Ph otograph by Mark Seliger Rolling Stone’s Summer Festival Photo Contest: No purchase necessary. A purchase does not increase your chances of winning. Contest open to legal 


residents of the 50 United States (D.C) 18 and older. Void where prohibited. Certain restrictions may apply. Contest ends May &th, 2010. For Official 
Rules, and complete details, visit www-.rollingstoneextras.com/canon. Sponsors: Rolling Stone LLC and Rhapsody International Inc. 











Styling by Annie Psaltiras at the Wall 
Group. Grooming by Davy Newkirk 


at Tracey Mattingly. Set design by Fox Rocks Guitar Giveaway Sweepstakes: No purchase necessary. Void where prohibited. Open to residents of the 50 United States and Washington, 
Chris Gaskill for Art Works Hollywood D.C., who are 18 years of age or older as of April 26th, 2010. To enter, log onto www.rollingstone.com;foxrockssweepstakes and follow the entering 
Inc, Denim shirt by DGrey, T-shirt by directions provided therein. Sweepstakes begins at 9:00am EST on April 26th, 2010, and ends at 11:59pm EST on May 6th, 2010. Number of winners: 
Alternative Apparel. 1. Certain restrictions may apply. Complete Official Rules are available at www.rollingstone.com/foxrockssweepstakes 
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FUJ.FILM 





[onmicilatcer 


Some scenes are just begging to be shot in HD video. F-iniece PI ™M 


And with the FUJIFILM FinePix Z70 digital camera, the ability to shoot stunning : 
HD video is always just a mode away. Capture sensational still shots or explore a «ii - a. 
the possibilities in HD video that's Facebook and YouTube™ compatible. 


The shoot-from-the-hip flexibility makes it a real find. FIND YOUR HD MOMENT! 


EveryPictureMatters.com/Z70 


HL) NI . 
tate “facebook You Tule Available at 


BEST BUY, the BEST BUY logo, and the tag design are trademarks of BSY Solutions, Inc. 
All other company or product names used in this advertisement are trademarks or registered trademarks of their respective holders. 
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the interview: priceless. 


Rebecca Goodman | 

Via the Internet | 

' framed his experiences com- 

RS 1, “GLEE” 0. HEDEGAARD’S | 


interviews with the Glee cast 


work in the setting of an RS 
interview. 


Jared Hammad, Sacramento | 


_ MARK SELIGER’S PHOTOS OF 
_ the cast of Glee were truly in- 
_ spired. But who really cares if 


Lea Michele pees in the show- 


er? I wish Hedegaard had 
_ done a better job of entertain- 
| ing me. 


Laura Morgan, Dallas 


IF HEDEGAARD I8 GOING TO 


_ be a douche, he can’t be upset 
_ when the cast doesn’t want to 
| talk to him in the end. 


Mary Maxwell, via the Internet 


; ; HEDEGAARD’S PIECE ON THE 
Glee, C] ubbed _ cast of Glee was some of the 
= |} most self-absorbed, adoles- 
HOLY ERIK HEDEGAARD! | 
You've gone and done it again: | 
another article I just couldn't — 
put down [“Glee Gone Wild,” | 
RS 1102]. Totally compassion- | 
ate, completely honest and all 
wrapped up in a perfect flow of | 
exposition. Thanks for a great 
read. The “boy shorts” on the | 
cover plus the “boy shorts” in | 


cent twaddle I’ve ever read. His 
puerile, confrontational ques- 
tions, snide asides and bored 
posturing suggest he is either 
too burned out to do his job, 
or he sabotaged the piece out 
of spite. 

John Eiler, Sierra Madre, CA 


HEDEGAARD DESERVES 


_ credit for making it through 


the treacherous terrain of his 
Glee interviews. The story 


pellingly and candidly. Not an 


easy task. 
were a victory for everyone | 
who ever suffered the psychic | 
vampirism of the high school | 
thespian crowd. It is funny, if 
sad, that any of them thought | 
that the same personae they | 
cultivated in school would | 
- ing Savant,” RS 1102]. It’s un- 
_ fortunate that it took so long 


Wes Kennison, via the Internet 


Boy on a Board 


THANKS SO MUCH FOR THE 
moving story about “Aspie” 
surfer Clay Marzo [“The Surf- 


for doctors to come to the 


diagnosis of Asperger's, but | 
with Marzo’s fame and noto- | 
riety, hopefully he can be an | 
inspiration to others in simi- | 


lar situations. 


Heather Schaefer, Raleigh, NC | 


Sleazy Street | 


READING 


wreck parable: You know it’s 


MATT TAIBBI’S | 
“Looting Main Street” [RS | 
1102] reminds me of the train- | 
Rock's Le 
| ~ Rocks Lensman 
going to be gruesome, but § —————______- 
youve got to look. Thanks for | 
another excellently written ex- | 
posé on another glaring and | 


Erykah Badu” [RS 1102] was 
so inspiring. Badu’s music 
is the perfect blend of intel- 


; ligence, satire and whimsy, 
- without being pretentious. 


Beth Callaway, Greenville, SC 


Big Star, RIP 


DAVID FRICKE’S PIECE ON 
Alex Chilton [“A Rock & Roll 
Life in Reverse,” RS 1102] just 
could not have been any better. 
After I read everything in print 
about Alex’s life and death over 
the past weeks, it was really 
nice to get the insights about 
his recent years that Fricke ob- 
viously took the extra effort to 
pull together. 

Mike Bodayle, Franklin, TN 


THANK YOU, ANTHONY DE- 
Curtis, for your tribute to 
“Rock’s Greatest Photogra- 


“T could not put down Hedegaard’s 
‘Glee’ story. It was compassionate and 
honest, a perfect flow of exposition.” 


important issue that the main- — 


stream media missed. 


AT SOME POINT, THE TRANS- | 
gressions of our banking sys- | 
tem should receive anew label: | 
criminal. Please keep uncover- | 
ing the activities of those who | 
are infringing upon our ability — 
/ AMERICA’S GREATEST FRONT- 
Michael B, Allison | 

Via the Internet 


to live the American dream. 


Soul Siren 


JENNY ELISCU’S STORY | 
“The Soul and Science of | 
| who came before him and 





What They're Saying The buzz about “Looting Main Street” [RS 1102] 


MATT TAIBBI’S LATEST BROAD- 
side at the financial industry 
sparked howls of outrage against 
Wall Street. The Washington Ex- 
aminer hailed the piece as “one of 
the best dissections of the way spe- 


cial-interest groups, corrupt local seccrertapce series ort 


: i a 2 


officials and Wall Street bankers [| 
collude to bring municipalities to 
the brink of bankruptcy.” Market 
Watch's Peter Brimelow wondered 
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“how any economy can survive 
this sort of predatory parasit- 
ism.” The financial blog Business 
Insider praised Taibbi’s “excel- 
lent savaging of JPMorgan.” And 
on his show, Don Imus said he 
can't wait for Taibbi’s forthcom- 
ing book on the financial melt- 
down, because it will contain 
even more muckraking on the 
crisis — “plus name-calling.” 


pher,’ Jim Marshall [RS 1102]. 


_ Marshall's photos captured the 
Mary Jane Blatchford | 
Charleston, SC | 


artists in a way few could, and 
they opened up to him, expos- 
ing their vulnerable truths. 
Rest in peace, Jim, you will 
be missed. 

Joseph Carter, San Francisco 


Lone Wolf 


man, Peter Wolf [Rock & Roll, 
RS 1102], may have less bite 
and more growl these days, 


_ but what remains consistent 


is his humility. He is incapa- 
ble of talking about himself 
without paying tribute to all 


continue to influence his art. 


: Wolf might not have invent- 
ed the wheel, but he keeps 


it rolling. 
Ross Albert, Calgary, Alberta 


Contact Us 


LETTERS to ROLLING STONE, 1290 
Avenue of the Americas, New York, 
N¥ 10104-0298. Letters become the 
property of ROLLING STONE and 

may be edited for publication. 


E-MAIL letters@rollingstone.com 


' SUBSCRIBER SERVICES Go to 


rollingstone.com/customerservice 
‘Subscribe Renew «Cancel «Missing Issues 
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THE FRAGRANGE THAT CHANGES 





Editor's Notes 
True Hollywood Stories 







LOT OF THE TIME, THE SKILLS 
that come with being a great nov- 
elist don't translate very well to 

journalism. Just because you can make 
things up doesn't necessarily mean you 
report them with the same 
degree of energy and imag- 
ination. Walter Kirn, who 
wrote this issue's cover 
story on Robert Downey Jr., 
is a happy exception to that 
rule. “Fiction is making a 
story; journalism is find- 
ing one, he says. “That’s 
the big difference. When I 
am writing a novel, I am 
usually dealing with events 
or ideas that have already 
arranged themselves in 
memory. With nonfiction, 
you need to find your per- 
spective before time has ar- 
ranged it. The trick is to write about some- 
thing as if you've been thinking about it 
for 10 years.” 

In our age of specialization, Kirn, 47, 
is a throwback to a time when American 
literary culture was populated by writers 
at home in many different disciplines. 
Hes written five novels, including Lp in 
the Air, the basis for the recent George 
Clooney movie; a memoir, Lost in the 
Meritocracy, about drugs, sex and snob- 
bery at Princeton University in the Eight- 
ies; a book of short stories; and countless 
book reviews, profiles and essays that 
have appeared in Time, New York maga- 
zine, GQ and Esquire. Just a few weeks 
ago in The New York Times Book Review, 
he disemboweled the latest novel by Ian 


UP IN THE AIR: Kirn’s novel 
was the basis for last year’s 
Oscar-nominated movie. 


McEwan, the British writer who, until 
he ran into Kirn’s well-sharpened blade, 
was perhaps the best-reviewed novelist 
working today. 

For the past couple of years, Kirn has 
been making regular trips 
to Hollywood through the 
making of Up in the Air. 
What he found there was 
something he hardly ex- 
pected. “Hollywood's a lot 
more like Detroit in the 
Fifties than youd think,” 
he says. “It likes to portray 
itself as the world capital 
of glamour and decadence, 
but it’s a company town — a 
highly ordered and highly 
structured world where 
people go to bed early, 
watch their weight obses- 
sively and schedule every 
second of their day. They probably have 
better parties in Iowa City.” 

And like any big corporate world, he 
says, it’s not the people with the most 
spark who succeed. “I learned there are 
two kinds of people in the movie com- 
munity,” Kirn says. “People who want to 
make things, and people who want to get 
credit for making things. The disillusion- 
ing thing is that it’s the people who want 
the credit who end up winning most of 
the time.” 

It's this knowledge of Hollywood that 
drew Kirn to Downey. “He manages to 
preserve a spirit of anarchy in that pres- 
surized big-money environment, Kirn 
says. “That's hard to do.” 

—WILL Dana, Managing Editor 


‘Rolling Stone’ at the Bookstore 


HOM i 
POOL TH 


Two hot new books were 
first acclaimed features in 
ROLLING STONE. Contrib- 
uting editor Jeff Goodell’s 
How to Cool the Planet: 


Geoengineering and i) Ahi 
the Audacious Quest to 

Fix the Earth’s Climate ix) 
was based on his 2006 tibet 





story “Can Dr. Evil Save 
the World?” about a 
Pentagon scientist's radical schemes to 
halt global warming through man-made 
means. The Dallas Morning News praised 
Goodell’s book as “elegantly written 

and thoughtful.” And the San Francisco 
Chronicle hailed it as “entertaining,” with 
“a healthy dose of skepticism.” 


12 | RotitiIne STONE | rollingstone.com 





David Lipsky’s Although 
of Course You End Up 
Becoming Yourself: A 
Road Trip With David 
Foster Wallace just hit 
the New York Times best- 
seller list. (lf you didn’t 
already love Wallace, this 
book will make you love 
him,” raves The Christian 
Science Monitor.) In 1996, 
Lipsky, on assignment for RS, spent five 
days on the road with the media-shy author, 
barnstorming through the Midwest. The trip 
became, more than a decade later, the basis 
for the book and for Lipsky’s 2009 National 
Magazine Award-winning ROLLING STONE 
profile of the late literary superstar. 
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WATER HAS NO CARBS. 
WATER HAS NO ELECTROLYTES. 
WATER HAS NO GAME. 





WATER JUST CAN'T COMPARE WITH 40 YEARS OF ELITE-LEVEL HYDRATION. GATORADE |S THE 
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05.24 INDIANAPOLIS CONSECO FIELDHOUSE 
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06.05 LOS ANGELES STAPLES CENTER 
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OWE DOLLAR WILL GO 10 THE BLUES BABE FOUNDATION, | 
ASSISTING STUDENTS IN UNDERSERVED COMMUNITIES TO 
PROMOTE LEADERSHIP AND ACADEMIC EICELLENCE 
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MICHAEL JACKSON 
Cirque du Soleil preps Jackson-themed 
Vegas show and global tour. P 





HOT BAND: MAJOR LAZER 


A wild night in Chicago with the rowdy 
electro-dancehall crew. 


(1) Beyonce joined Jay-Z for 
“Young Forever.” (2) 
Pavement’s Stephen 
Malkmus. (3) Mick Jones 
and Paul Simonon with 
Damon Albarn (center) of 
Gorillaz. (4) Dave Grohl 
grills backstage. 


Coachella Opens Fest Season 
With J Jay-Z, Pavement, Muse 


Forever’ as fireworks explod- 
ed in the sky, it felt like the big- 
gest and best Coachella sur- 
prise imaginable. “His show is 
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Y THE TIME JAY-Z TOOK 
the stage on the first night 
of this year’s Coachella 
Valley Music and Arts Festi- 
val in Indio, California, antici- 
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pation for the rapper's perfor- 
mance was already at a fever 
pitch. So when the MC - after 
tearing through monster hits 
like “Hard Knock Life (Ghet- 
to Anthem),” “99 Problems” 
and “Empire State of Mind” 
— brought his wife, Beyoncé, 
out for a surprise duet on the 
Alphaville-sampling “Young 


amazing, says Grizzly Bears 
Ed Droste. “It’s so many words! 
I mean, we have songs where it’s 
15 words and that's it.” 

But it had been a rough 
first day: With- [Cont. on 18] 


MELISSA ETHERIDGE 
On her Led Zep-inspired new LP and 
rocking out with her kids. P 


Day 
Musical 
Debuts on 
Broadway 








T’S INSANE!” BILLIE 
Joe Armstrong ex- 
claims, his eyes wide 
with wonder. Green Day's 
singer-guitarist is sitting 
in the mezzanine of the St. 
James Theatre in New York 
with bassist Mike Dirnt 
and drummer Tré Cool. 
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Opening night is barely a 
week away: After a month 
of previews and standing 
ovations, American Idiot, 
the musical-theater adap- 
tation of the group's 2004 
protest-punk album, makes 
its Broadway debut here on 
April 20th. Onstage, direc- 
tor Michael Mayer is coach- 
ing two members of the 
19-strong cast through last- 
minute tweaks in gesture 
and vocal delivery. 

“When we first cametothe 
St. James, Armstrong says, 
“IT walked backstage looking 
for a bathroom. Then I saw 
this sign.” It was a poster for 
The Merry Malones, a mu- 
sical written by George M. 
Cohan, which opened on the 
same stage in 1927. “This is 
the guy who wrote ‘Yankee 
Doodle Dandy, ” Armstrong 
says, singing a few bars at 
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Ramones-like speed. “I'm like, 
‘From “Yankee Doodle Dandy” 
to American Idiot - how the 
fuck did I get here, man?’” 

It took nearly two years. 
Mayer, who won a Tony Award 
in 2007 tor directing the teen- 
angst musical Spring Awaken- 
ing, presented his first work- 
shop reading of American Idiot 
to Green Day in June 2008. 
The band members figure they 
have already seen the show 15 
times - in rehearsals, at a sold- 
out run last fallin Berkeley and 
in New York previews. “It’s like 
putting your kid up for adop- 
tion,” Dirnt says, “and coming 
back and going, “Wow, you've 
really grown. ” 

“It’s still evolving,” Arm- 
strong points out. He cites 
“She’s a Rebel,” one of near- 
ly 30 musical 
sequences in the 
one-act, 95-min- 
ute production. 
“At first, it was 
this cool club 
scene. Then all 
of a sudden, ev- 
eryone was in 
their underwear. 
That wasn't con- 
necting,” he says, 
laughing, “sothey 
brought it back.” 

But Mayer and his creative 
team, including choreographer 
Steven Hoggett and music su- 
pervisor Tom Kitt (who won 
a Pulitzer for composing the 
Broadway hit Next to Normal), 
got the record’s brick-muscle 
assault and Armstrong's nar- 
rative to the stage intact. Loud, 
fast and sugar-free, American 
Idiot — the odyssey of an ado- 
lescent screw-up, the Jesus of 
Suburbia, through sex, drugs, 
despair and occasional joy in 
the first dark years of the sec- 
ond Bush presidency - is the 
most authentic and modern 
rock & roll rush on Broadway. 
The first 20 minutes - the title 
track, the mini-opera “Jesus 
of Suburbia” and the caustic 
escape song “Holiday” - are 
a whirl of unison moshing 
and hell-yeah vocal ardor by a 
young cast that looks and acts 
like it jumped out of the pit at 
a Green Day gig. 

Hoggett admits he got a lot 
of inspiration from kids on 
the floor at a Green Day show 
he saw last summer: “I didn't 
watch the band. I watched ev- 
eryone else.” 


“You don't get let off the 
hook for a second,” says John 
Gallagher Jr., who plays Jesus 
of Suburbia, renamed John- 
ny tor the show, and who won 
a Tony for Spring Awaken- 
ing. Gallagher is also an ar- 
dent Green Day fan. He re- 
calls that on the 2005 live 
————— 


“This is the first 
musical with up- 
to-the-moment hits,” 
says director Mayer. 


DVD, Bullet in a Bible, “Mike 
[Dirnt] described their live 
show as amoving train. I never 
fully understood that until 
I started performing Ameri- 
can Idiot.” 

“This is unprecedented,’ 
Mayer says one day over din- 
ner. “Spring Awakening was 
the first time there was original 
contemporary rock connected 
to a narrative in a Broadway 
show.’ Musicals such as Hair, 
Rent and the Broadway ver- 
sion of the Who's Tommy were 
“rockish” or based on classic 
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rock. American Idiot “is the 
first musical with songs that 
are up-to-the-moment hits on 
radio.” That includes five num- 
bers Mayer added from Green 
Day's current record, 21st Cen- 
tury Breakdown. 

He’s taken other liberties 
— adding characters (the an- 
guished stoner Will, the 
maimed Iraq War veteran 
Tunny) and a few more exple- 
tives; expanding the role of the 
girlfriend Whatsername; and 
setting “Last Night on Earth” 
to a rapturous heroin-shoot- 
ing ballet involving a rubber 
tourniquet. At one New York 
preview, a couple walked out 
during that scene. At another 
show, Cool sat next toa woman 
who, he says, “started crying. It 
was obvious shed had a drug 
problem in the past.” 

Contractually, Mayer was 
free to make changes, and 
Armstrong insists he had only 
one concern: “I didn’t want it 
not to rock.” At some rehears- 
als, he, Dirnt and Cool sat in 
with the stage band, jamming 
and giving pointers. Green 
Day, in turn, heard some new 
things in their music, like the 
key modulations Kitt added to 
songs to accommodate female 
voices. ““21 Guns’ was tricky 
— it goes in and out of those 
ranges, Kitt says. “One of the 
cool things Billie said was, “You 
cant tell. It sounds cohesive.” 


BROADWAY GOES GREEN The American /diot cast on opening 
night during the curtain call (top); Armstrong and director Mayer. 





































Green Day were so impressed 
with Kitt they hired him to do 
string arrangements for 2Ist 
Century Breakdown. 

Ona mirror in his basement 
dressing room, Gallagher has 
written, in large letters with a 
blue marker, “Don’t Forget the 
Love.” It is, he says, a reminder: 
“Jesus of Suburbia starts with 
‘T’m the son of rage and love. 
For a while, in previews, I was 
just the son of rage. But there is 
the wounded side of him. That 
part of the story between John- 
ny and Whatsername isn’t just 
lust. It’s this real thing he loses 
for himself.” 

Armstrong defends unan- 
swered questions at the end 
of the record and the show. 
“Youre a moron sometimes,” 
he says. “It can't be Christ- 
mas and Easter Bunnies every 
day.” He also declares that for 
Green Day’s next album, “we'll 
definitely end up doing some- 
thing like a rock opera again. 
Were too good at it.” And they 
are especially fond of one new 
song, written for their garage- 
rock alter ego, Foxboro Hot 
Tubs, in tribute to the Ameri- 
can Idiot cast. Betore curtain 
time, Armstrong says, the sing- 
ers and dancers gather in a 
huddle, hands on hands, and 
shout, “It’s fuck time!” 

“So we wrote asong forthem, 
‘It's Fuck Time.” He grins. “We 
haven't told them yet.” 


Photographs by Gavin Bonp 
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COACHELLA 








[Cont.from15] in hours of 
opening its gates, the festival 
had earned an unfortunate 
nickname, with a correspond- 
ing Twitter hashtag: #cluster- 
fuckchella. Bumper-to-bumper 
traffic, parking delays, massive 
lines and general overcrowd- 
ing inside had ticket holders 
complaining that, for $269 a 
pop, Coachella was too much 
of a hassle. (Festival producer 
Goldenvoice was unavailable 
for comment.) 

But each day fans turned out 
in record numbers to see stellar 
performances by cutting-edge 
artists, old and new, from Pave- 
ment and Muse to LCD Sound- 
system and MGMT. “To me, the 
fact that there's green grass in 
the middle of the desert is al- 
ready crazy, says Phoenix gui- 
tarist Laurent Brancowitz. “But 
the fact that there’s a festival 
held on it is beyond imagina- 
tion. It’s human craziness at its 
extreme. We really love it.” 

No one seemed to enjoy 
Coachella quite as much as 
the festivals’s de facto king 
and queen, Jay-Z and Beyon- 
ce. The pair shuttled between 
Coachella’s five stages in a 
trio of black SUVs and were 
spotted standing sidestage 
for Phoenix, MGMT, Yeasay- 
er, Dirty Projectors, the xx, 






Thom Yorke, Beach House and 
others. 

With crystal chandeliers 
hanging above them, Vampire 
Weekend inspired singalongs 
on tunes like the herky-jerky 
“M79.° It was the band’s second 
time performing at Coachella, 
but its first time playing the fest 
at night. “We made it behind 
the dark curtain,” singer Ezra 
Koenig said backstage. “That's 
what they call it in the indus- 
try when you finally get to play 
after the sun goes down. OK, 
no, I just made that up.” 

As usual, the fest was an 
indie nerds delight, culminat- 
ing in a flawless, unforgetta- 
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Three Days in the Desert 


(1) LCD Soundsystem’s James 
Murphy. (2) Matt Bellamy from 
Muse, who covered Nirvana and 


Hendrix. (3) Pink biking backstage. 


(4) Edward Sharpe and the 
Magnetic Zeros’ frontman Alex 
Ebert. (5) Jack White and Alison 
Mosshart of the Dead Weather. 


ble Sunday-night performance 
by Pavement, playing their sec- 
ond American date in a decade 
and sounding bigger, tighter 
and more confident than ever. 
The set included fan faves “Cut 
Your Hair,” “Shady Lane” and 
“Summer Babe (Winter Ver- 
sion), but Pavement were most 
impressive when letting loose 
on extended jams like “Fight 
This Generation,” one of the 
most bootleg-worthy moments 
of the weekend. 

For fans of electronic music, 
there were even more marquee- 
level offerings than ever before 
- from Dutch trance DJ Tiés- 
to's Saturday night main-stage 





closing slot to dance-tent sets 
from Orbital and 2manyqdjs. But 
the weirdest story of the week- 
end was the packed tent that 
greeted South African Inter- 
net sensation Die Antwoord. 
The hip-hop trio were added 
to the lineup at the last minute, 
wedged into a 20-minute slot 
just before midnight. Girls sing- 
er Christopher Owens lingered 
outside their trailer, hoping to 
get an autograph. The next day, 
Owens proudly wore the base- 
ball cap signed by the group's 
Ninja and Yo-Landi Vi$$er. “I 
had to wait around along time,” 
he said, smiling broadly. “But it 
was worth it.” © 
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Michael Jackson, Cirque du Soleil 
Team Up for Tour, Vegas Show 
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HEN MICHAEL 
Jackson visited 
Cirque du Soleil's 


Montreal studios in 2004, the 
King of Pop and the troupe's 
president, Daniel Lamarre, 
discussed collaborating on 
an elaborate stage produc- 
tion. Now, 10 months 
after Jackson’s death, 
those plans are com- 
ing to fruition - with 
two shows based on 
Jackson's music: a 2011 
arena tour, which will 
simulate aJackson con- 
cert, and a 2012 pro- 
duction in Las Vegas, 
where Cirque also has shows 
based on the music of the Beat- 
les and Elvis. “When I met Mi- 
chael, he said, half-joking, ‘I’m 
an acrobat myself,” says La- 
marre. “The common ground 
is the visual. He used to do the 
most extravagant shows, and 
that’s what we do too.” 

Cirque du Soleil, which spent 
nine months negotiating with 
Jackson's estate, will have ac- 
cess to his catalog, including 
new remixes and unreleased 
tracks. The tour will begin in 


a 
a 


Cornell in Seattle 
at Soundgarden’s 
first gig since 1997 





North America, 
then branch out 
to places like 
China, Japan and Europe; the 
Vegas show, in a theater yet to 
be determined, will use tech- 
nology in cutting-edge ways, 
perhaps even creating a holo- 
gram of Jackson performing. 


“We're thinking 3-D, the use of 


holograms, motion simulation,” 
says John Branca, co-executor 
of Jackson's estate. “[Cirque] 
were completely into that.” 
Jackson's estate is also plan- 
ning to launch a reality-TV 
search for a choreographer; 
talks with networks are taking 
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RINGMASTER 
Two new Cirque 
du Soleil 
productions 
will feature 
Jackson’s 
Music. 





place now. Sony Music, which 
paid $250 million for the rights 
to Jackson's catalog in March, 
plans to release a soundtrack 
album coinciding with the 
Cirque shows, sources say. 

So after their 2004 meet- 
ing, why didn’t Jackson and 
Cirque collaborate during his 
life? “This guy had a lot of dif- 
ferent projects going on at the 
same time, and we had many 
different projects going on at 
the same time, and we never 
really found the appropriate 
moment to make it happen,” 
Lamarre says. “But we were 
bound to work together.” © 


Saintdenten 
Return With 


Surprise Gig 
At their first concert since break- 
ing up 13 years ago, Soundgarden 
ran through an 18-song set at 
the Seattle club Showbox on 
April 16th. (They were billed as 
Nudedragons on the marquee.) 
The 75-minute show was heavy 
on early material - including their 
first single, 1987's “Hunted Down” 
- and it skipped the quartet's 
biggest hit, 1994's “Black Hole 
Sun.” “It’s not just songs that we 
stopped playing in 1997,” Chris 
Cornell said to the crowd, which 
included Pearl Jam’s Eddie Ved- 
der and Stone Gossard. “It’s songs 
we stopped playing in 1990.” So 
far, the band has only one other 
gig announced - an August 8th 
headlining slot at Lollapalooza. 
CHARLES R. CROSS 





James Murphy and direc 
tor Spike Jonze could've 
made an indie-girls-gone- 
wild clip for this ironic 
party anthem - but in- 
stead they hired maniacs 
in panda suits. Drunk girls, 
drunk pandas - at last call, 
it's all the same. 
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Turns out : Blur had a plan 
for victory against Oasis: 
Break up, wait for the Gal- 
laghers to go away, then 
unleash an ultra-British, 
ultrapretty, Ray Davies- 
goes-dub comeback sin- 
ele. It’s the world’s most 
precious sneak attack. 
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BoH shake off their rootsy 
haze and get power- 
poppy, complete with 
chiming, Big Star-y guitars 
and reverb-free vocals. 
These dudes may still 
have beards, but this tune 
is Cleanshaven. 





Oddly, Tanya Morgan is 
not a lady. It’s three De La 
Soul-ish male MCs wha 
deliver the most roller- 
skate-ready hip-hop jam 
we've heard in years. 
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You how how that 
Avenged Sevenfold guy 
sounds just like Axl? Slash 
noticed too, and got him 
to wail over the most Use 
Your Illusion-esque track 
on his solo album. Way to 
use your hat! 
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Dixie Chicks Duo Unleash the Hounds 


Emily Robison, Martie 
Maguire form new band, 
prep for Chicks tour 

By Melissa Maerz 


OUNTRY FANS KNOW 
CC Emily Robison and Mar- 

tie Maguire as “the quiet 
one” and “the smiley one” from 
the Dixie Chicks. The sisters 
always took a back seat to out- 
spoken frontwoman Natalie 
Maines - who famously con- 
fessed on the eve of the Iraq 
War that she was “ashamed the 
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president of the United States 
is from Texas.” With their new 
folk-rock project, Court Yard 
Hounds, the sidewomen are 
stepping into the spotlight. 
“Emily's always been happy 
to be in the background,” says 
Maguire, 40. “But her singing 
and songwriting are bold.” She 
turns toward her younger sis- 
ter: “I didn’t know you had that 
side of you!” 

Recorded mostly in their 
hometown of Austin, Court 
Yard Hounds has a rootsy, 1n- 
trospective sound reminiscent 
of alt-country acts like the Jay- 
hawks and Lucinda Williams. 
“The early Dixie Chicks albums 
have a gee-wow country thing,” 
says Jim Scott, who co-pro- 
duced Cowrt Yard Hounds and 
hasalso worked withthe Chicks, 
Wilco and Tom Petty. “But this 
is not a cutesy record. There's 
a lot of serious songwriting 
and emotional vulnerability.” 

Robison wrote most of the 
material in the wake of her 
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divorce from singer-songwriter 
Charlie Robison, including “Tt 
Didn't Make a Sound,” which 
hints at one reason why mar- 
riages don't work out: Some- 
times people cheat. “I’ve gotten 
to an age,” Robison, 37, says, 
“where I just don't care about 
what people think.” 

Other cuts are more politi- 
cal, like “Ain’t No Son,” a surg- 
ing, fiddle-fueled cut about a 
gay son coming out to his con- 
servative father. “Having kids 
myself, I can’t imagine them 
doing anything that would 
make me not love them,” she 
says. Maguire adds, “Moms 
with serial-killer sons still 
love them!” 


READY TO MAKE NICE Emily Robison 


if. 


The tunes were original- 
ly meant for the Dixie Chicks 
- who haven't released a rec- 
ord since 2006's Taking the 
Long Way — but Maines wasn't 
quite ready to go back to work. 
“She was under the microscope 
[after the Bush comment], and 
it wasn't a fun place to be,” 
Maguire explains. “We all felt 
the same way [about Bush], but 
Natalie got all the criticism be- 
cause she's a big personality.” 

After the Court Yard Hounds 
album was finished, Maines de- 
cided to come out of her semi- 
retirement for an opening slot 
on the Eagles’ stadium tour 
this summer. “You don’t turn 
that down,” Maguire says. The 


(left) and Martie Maguire formed 
Court Yard Hounds while the Dixie 


Chicks were on hiatus. 


Court Yard Hounds will work 
in their own shows around the 
Chicks’ schedule. “We're trying 
to play festivals so that there 
isn t the pressure of selling tick- 
ets,” says Maguire. “When we 
get enough music out there, 
we ll do our own tour.” 

The Hounds are realistic 
about the commercial poten- 
tial of the project - especially 
compared to the multiplatinum 
Dixie Chicks. “From the start, 
our manager has been like, ‘You 
know youre going back to these 
sweaty clubs with no AC? Are 
you sure youre ready for this?’” 
says Maguire. “But we honed 
our skills in those clubs. We're 


prepared.” @ 





Guru, Pioneering New 


York Rapper, Dies at 48 


By Evan Serpick 


AST COAST HIP-HOP 
3 pioneer Guru, leader of 
gritty duo Gang Starr 
and rap-jazz fusion project 


Jazzmatazz, died on April 19th 


TRIBUTE 


in New York after a yearlong 
struggle with cancer. He was 
48. “He had one of the most dis- 


tinctive voices in music, says A 
Tribe Called Quest’s Q-Tip. “If 
you wanted to understand rap- 
ping, if you want to get thugged- 
out, if you want to get political, 
vou could listen to Gang Starr - 
they encompassed everything.” 

With his gruff monotone and 
stark, no-nonsense lyrics, Guru 
and his partner, DJ Premier, 
defined a stripped-down strain 
of Nineties New York hip-hop. 
Guru - born Keith Elam - actu- 
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Guru 
in1993 
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ally grew up in Boston, the son 
of a judge and a public-school 
library administrator. He grad- 
uated from Morehouse Col- 


lege, worked as a social worker 
and attended the Fashion In- 
stitute of Technology before he 
dropped out in the mid-Eight- 
ies to pursue a music career. 
Over a 14-year span, Gang 
Starr released six LPs, and 
scored two gold albums and sev- 
eral Top 10 rap singles, includ- 
ing “Mass Appeal” and “Take 
It Personal.” With Jazzmatazz, 
the rapper collaborated with 
jazz greats like Herbie Hancock 
and Brantford Marsalis. “Guru 
was atthe vanguard of rap,’ says 
Nas. “He was never negative 
— he was just saying what was 
going on in the streets.” x 


Photograph by GILLIAN LAUB 
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T’S A SUNNY AFTERNOON 

in Chicago, and Diplo is on 

a mission for some pants. 
The more famous half of hip- 
ster dancehall duo Major Lazer 
has been trouserless for a week, 
since a raucous show in Phil- 
adelphia left him with a gap- 
ing hole in his favorite pair 
of slacks. “I ripped ‘em right 
there,” he says, pointing crotch- 
ward. “Too much dancing!” 

Such are the hazards of a 
Major Lazer show. Diplo and 
his partner, English produc- 
er Dave “Switch” Tay- 
lor, released their first 
LP last year to mod- 
est acclaim. But they ve 
since built a rep as one 
of the rowdiest live acts 
around, packing thou- 
sand-seat-plus venues 
with sold-out crowds 
of sweaty girls and the 
raunchiest dancing this 
side of Montego Bay. 

First, though, there's 
business to be done. 
From the moment the 
tour bus rolls into Chi- 
cago, Diplo - who is 
also an in-demand DJ, 
co-owns a label (Mad 
Decent) and has pro- 
duced tracks for M.I.A. and 
Snoop Dogg - never stops work- 
ing. Aftera DJ set at a local rec- 
ord store, Diplo hits the gym 
with his booking agent, plan- 
ning his next tour between 
sets on the elliptical. On the 
taxi ride back to the venue, he 
sketches out ideas for a Major 
Lazer cartoon, then tweaks 
some tracks for M.I.A.’s new 
album back on his bus. 

“I've been into Jamaican 
music forever, he says, between 
bites of a hot dog. As a teen- 
ager in Florida, Diplo would 
listen to reggae on the radio 
and watch Caribbean Rhythms 
on BET; his first-ever release 
was a collaboration with the 
dancehall artist Vybz Kartel 
(2004's “Diplo Rhythm”). But 
the seeds of Major Lazer were 
really sown in 2006, when he 
was booked to DJ on the Jam 
Cruise — seven days on a boat 
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with bands like Critters Bug- 


gin and Umphreys McGee. “A 


fucking hippie cruise,” he says. 
“We got tothe first stop” - Ocho 
Rios, Jamaica — “and I was like, 
‘Yo, I'm out!’” Lured by visions 
of white-sand beaches, he tra- 
versed the country, recording 
the demos that would later be- 
come Major Lazer's first songs. 
The next year, he was hang- 
ing with Switch in London, co- 
producing M.I.A.’s second LP, 
and recruited him to collab- 
orate. After a second trip to 
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Jamaica, they had their debut, 
a noisy reggae-punk-electro 
hybrid called Guns Dont Kill 
People... Lazers Do. 

Switch got sick last week and 
went home to L.A. to work on 
the group’s second LP, due this 
fall. They've been recording at 
Bob Marley’s Tuff Gong Studios 
in Kingston, with guests rang- 
ing from Lykke Li to Beenie 
Man. (They're also talking to 
Gwen Stefani.) “In Jamaica, 
music is a huge part of every- 
day life,” Switch says later. “It’s 
street culture, it’s politics, it’s 
sex — it’s everything.” 

Tonight, it’s mainly sex. 
Onstage, Skerrit Bwoy, the 
mohawked Antiguan who 
acts as the groups frontman, 
tears off his shirt and invites 
girls onstage to participate in 
the horn-dog Jamaican dance 
called “daggering.” (Picture a 
Labrador dry-humping a sofa.) 


















At the gig’s frenetic peak, he 
jumps off a 15-foot ladder, 
lands between the legs of Mimi 
(one of the group's dancers) 
and then grinds her enthusi- 
astically. “We're not trying to 
be authentically Jamaican,” 
Diplo explains. “We're trying 
to be as loud and obnoxious as 
possible.” 

After the show, everyone 
piles into a backstage lounge. 
Beers are cracked open; smoke 
fills the air. Diplo is installed 
in a corner, talking to a few 
West Indian-looking beau- 
ties. But it’s Skerrit Bwoy who 
scores the evening's biggest 
coup, heading off to the bus 
witha quart of milkin onearm, 
some granola in the other and 
three bikini-clad girls trail- 
ing behind. “I got milk, I got 
cereal, and I got bitches,” he 
announces on his way out. “It's 
an awesome night.” rs 
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Catering to the Hardcore Fans, 
Independent Retailers Thrive 


Sales up 10 percent at 
indies, thanks to vinyl 
boom, in-store gigs 
By David Browne 


N A RECENT SATURDAY 
afternoon in Los Ange- 
les, Billy Corgan led the 


Smashing Pumpkins through 
a 75-minute set of Nineties 
hits and new material for 250 


INDUSTRY 


Amoeba Music customers 
whod pre-ordered the band’s 
upcoming EP. It was just ene of 
nearly 1,000 events 
nationwide for the Kar 
third annual Record W@ 
Store Day, which cel- \A\®)/ 
ebrates the countrys 3 = 
independent musicre- 4, 
tailers. “There's a vitali- 
ty in indie record stores 
that’s critical,” says Cor- 
gan. “There’s a human 
aspect to them —- in discover- 
ing music and talking about it - 
that you can't get online.” 
This year’s edition of Rec- 
ord Store Day was the largest 
yet - in cities across America, 
shops hosted live performanc- 
es, signings and giveaways, and 
sold special limited-edition 
releases. Labels shipped $1.3 
million worth of Record Store 
Day product in 2010, most of 
it limited-edition vinyl, like 
a live Bruce Springsteen sev- 
en-inch, R.E.M.’s out-of-print 
1982 debut EP and two unre- 
leased Beastie Boys remixes. 
Music retailers have had 
a tough decade - more than 
3,000 U.S. record stores have 
closed since 2005. For inde- 
pendent retailers, the worst 
appears to be over: In the first 
quarter of this year, as music 
sales at chains like F-Y.E. and 
Barnes & Noble declined by 33 
percent, SoundScan reports 
that sales at indie stores have 
risen 10 percent. Many in the 
industry think the collapse of 
the big chains - Tower, Virgin 
Megastore, HMV - has pushed 
hardcore fans back to indepen- 
dents. “Indies are run by music 
people consuming music all 
the time,” says Rusty Clarke, 
head of sales at Beggars Group 
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USA. “They're more in tune 
with what’s going on. And your 
average indie release wont al- 
ways be in Best Buy or Target.” 

Also helping the local stores 
survive is the revival of vinyl 
and a new major-label initia- 
tive to slash prices on back cat- 
__—_— ees 


“Theres a vitality 
in indie stores that 
is critical,” says 


Billy Corgan. 


alog to as low as $6. “If there 
were ever atime to drop the list 
price, it was now, says Marc 
Weinstein of Amoeba. “They 
should've done it decades ago.” 

Organized by three coali- 
tions of retailers, Record Store 
Day was conceived, according 
to co-founder Michael Kurtz, 
when the larger music chains 
began folding. “Just because the 
biggest stores were going out of 
business doesn’t mean all of us 
were, he says. “We had to get 
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High Fidelity Lives 
Record Store Day brought 
out rock stars, like Slash 
(1), signing CDs at L.A.’s 
Amoeba Music, and 
limited-edition vinyl 
releases, including anew 
Of Montreal single (2), an 
unreleased 1972 cut from 
the Rolling Stones (3) and 
two songs (4) from the 
Black Keys’ next album. 


our message out and say, “Wait 
— were having a great time!’” 


Artists have been supportive of 


Record Store Day from the be- 
ginning; this year Frank Black 
played a set at CD World in 
Eugene, Oregon; Slash signed 
CDs at Hollywood's Amoeba; 
and punk rockers Against Me! 
performed an unplugged set 
at Plan 9 Music in Richmond, 
Virginia. “It was amazing how 
many people were there at 
noon, says the band's singer, 
Tom Gabel. “And it seemed like 


everybody who walked out of 


the store bought something.” 
Ironically, some retailers 
think were five years away from 
aCD boom, as demand for out- 
of-print dises spikes. “Maybe 
there'll be CD Store Days 20 
years down,’ says Devo's Jerry 
Casale. “People will be selling 
vintage CD players: ‘Remember 
the CD?’ I can see it.” @ 


Additional reporting by 
PATRICK DoYLE and 
MIKAEL Woop 





INTHE STUDIO 
Phil Collins 


Goes Motown 


Album Going Back 
Due Out Sept. 28th 


The idea for Phil Collins’ new 
collection of Motown covers 
— his first LP in eight years - 
goes back four decades. “I 
used to go to the Marquee 
Club a few times a week and 
see mod bands like the Who,” 
he says. “They played a ton of 
Motown and Stax songs, and 
| used to go home and check 
out the originals.” With help 
from the Funk Brothers - he 
flew three members of the 
original Motown band to his 
home studio in Switzerland 
- Collins has re-created the 
sound and arrangements 
of Sixties Detroit soul with 
incredible precision. “I’m 
calling it Going Back because 
it’s a journey back through the 
songs that made me want to 
be a musician,” he says. 
Collins originally planned 
to record exclusively lesser- 
known Motown songs like 
“In My Lonely Room” and 
“Loving You ls Sweeter Than 
Ever,” but his longtime friend 
Clive Davis persuaded him to 
include hits like “Heat Wave” 
and “Dancing in the Streets.” 
Collins plays all the drums 
himself, though it was an 
enormous challenge because 
of recent neck surgery and 
nerve damage he sustained 
after years of performing. 
Now Collins can barely grip 
anything with his left hand. 
“We had to attach the drum 
stick to my hand with gaffer 
tape and a wristband,” he 
says. “I kept hoping | wasn't 
eoing to poke my eye out 
when | went to adjust my hat.” 
Collins also says the record 
could be his last: “All my life, 
I've put out music and people 
have criticized it. Why keep 
doing that? | don’t need the 
money. In the future | think 
I'll write songs in my base- 
ment and 
never play 
them for 
anybody.” 
ANDY GREENE 
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Melissa Etheridge Rocks Harder 
Than Ever on Zep-Inspired Disc 


The singer on Sixties rock 
heroes, her first gig ever 
and digging Taylor Swift 
By Austin Scaggs 


ELISSA ETHERIDGE’S 
10th studio album, 
Fearless Love, is a mix 


ot the deeply personal (the can- 
cer diary “Drag Me Away”) and 
the intensely political (“Miss 
California” expresses her anger 
at California's ban on gay mar- 


riage). For the singer, who re- 
cently split with wife Tammy 
Lynn Michaels, it’s also her 
most classic-rock-indebted 
record yet, with guitar riffs 
that recall ZZ Top, Led Zep- 
pelin and the Who. “When you 
hear Muddy Waters, you real- 
ize that’s where Zeppelin came 
from,” says Etheridge. “That's 
what rock & roll is: taking your 
influences and saying, “This is 
how I interpret that feeling.” 











“Fearless Love” is your 

hardest-rocking album yet. 

Was that your intention? 
Absolutely, I wanted it to be like 
that big-old-headphones type 
of rock & roll. John Shanks, 
who produced the record, was 
my first guitar player, and we 
used to talk about our love of 
Houses of the Holy, the Who 
and Pink Floyd. I wanted to 
incorporate that drama, that 
teeling of taking it to the edge. 

Is there a specific room 

where you write? 
Before I was a family gal, Id 
write anywhere. Now it’s like, 
“OK, Mom's going into her of- 
fice.” 

Whats in there? 
My Oscar and my Grammys, a 
photo of me and Al Gore, and 
the runner-up trophy from the 
Leavenworth Plaza talent con- 
test, my first performance. 

What did you sing? 
An original tune of mine called 
“Lonely Is a Child,” which was 
an anti-war song about a child 
whod lost her family. It was a 
horribly sad and depressing 
tune. I didn’t win. 

Do you still like discovering 

new Music? 








ROCK & ROLL 


shee | 


eay-Marriage 
ban and her fight 
against Cancer 





“I wanted the disc to be like that big- 
old-headphones type of rock & roll.” 


Yes, I love the Kings of Leon, 
Cory Chisel’s “Born Again’ and 
that One Eskimo song “Kandi.” 
That makes me nuts. 

What about Taylor Swift? 

Are you a fan? 
I listen to her as a mother, and 
in that way I really appreciate 
her music. I was scared about 
my kids listening to the radio, 
but thankfully Taylor Swift 
is one of the artists that my 
daughter hung on to. Shes real, 
and she’s singing about real 
experiences of teenagers, and 
tor that I'm grateful. 

Is there one album you've 

listened to more than 

any other? 
Born to Run. No doubt. Bruce 
has always been so nice to me, 
which is crazy, because he's 
one of my heroes. I'll never for- 
get being at a Rock and Roll 
Hall of Fame ceremony the 
year Bruce and Paul McCart- 
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ney were inducted. We were at 
the bar, and Bruce was talk- 
ing to Paul, and he turned to 
me and said, “I can't believe 
I'm talking to Paul McCart- 
ney!” I thought, “I can't believe 
I’m talking to Bruce Spring- 
steen, who's talking to Paul 
McCartney!” 

David Crosby is the father 

of two of your kids, so are 

they good at harmonizing? 
He's a big part of their lives, 
and they appreciate his mu- 
sical talent. My eldest son, 
Beckett, is very good at guitar, 
my daughter plays piano, and 
my youngest son plays drums. 
If I can get my little daughter 
to play bass, then we've got a 
whole band. 

So youre the cool mom who 

will house a drum kit? 
I'm so cool that the kids come 
to my bedroom and go, “Mom! 
Turn the music down!” rs 





INTHE NEWS 


McCartney Cuts 
Ties With EMI 
Paul McCartney, who has 
recorded for major record 
label EMI since the Beatles 
first signed to its Parlophone 
imprint in 1962, has pulled 
his post-Beatles solo albums 
fram the company’s catalog. 
He signed a new distribution 
deal with the independent 
Concord Music Group, which 
will begin to reissue his 

solo albums with enhanced 
packaging and bonus mate- 
rial beginning in August with 
Wings’ 1973 release, Band on 
the Run. “EMI is a massive 
company with a massive 
catalog, and the Beatles solo 
albums never got the atten- 
tion that the band got,” says 
Gene Rumsey, chief label of- 
ficer at Concord and a former 
executive at EMI. “This isa 
huge, huge, huge priority for 
us.” McCartney’s exit is the 
latest setback for EMI, which 
has lost Radiohead and the 
Rolling Stones in recent years 
and plans to raise $550 mil- 
lion to avoid defaulting ona 
nearly $5 billion loan from 
Citigroup bank. EMI declined 
to comment. 


IN SRIEF 


8 Eminem will release his 
seventh album, Recovery, on 
June 22nd, The disc features 
the rapper working witha 
new group of collaborators, 
including Just Blaze, Jim Jon- 
sin and Boi-1da, The MC’s last 
record, 2009's Relapse, has 
sold 1.9 million copies. 





Eminem 


@ Bruce Springsteen and the 
E Street Band are releasing 

a live DVD on June 22nd, 
London Calling: Live in Hyde 
Park, was taped last June and 
features 26 songs, includ- 

ing covers of Jimmy Cliff's 
“Trapped” and the Clash’'s 
“London Calling.” 


@ Mick Jagger is hosting a 
benefit auction on May 6thin 
New York for victims who last 
limbs in the Haiti earthquake, 
Items on the block include 
autographed guitars from the 
Rolling Stones, Bob Dylan, 
Bruce Springsteen, Taylor 
Swift and Bono (for online 
bidding information, go to 
nydgfoundation.com). 
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“Bob Dylan is a plagiarist. His name and voice are fake.” —Joni Mitchell 


coco LOCO 
Flame-haired 

. funny‘boy Conan 
. O’Brien donneda 
paisley purple 
leather ensemble 
- ala Raw-era 
Eddie Murphy - 

oi the opening 
night of his 
comedy tour 

* in Oregon. 
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Dora, Adele and 
Ida (from left) 
with Springsteer 
on Ellis Island 


WEDDING 


CRASHER 
Moments 
after getting 
Hitched, an 
“Thellete 
Couple ran 
Smack into 
wher royal 


Bruce's Promised Land 


Screw those mainstream showbiz awards! Bruce Springsteen snagged an Ellis Island 
Family Heritage Award, a prize bestowed on badass immigrants and their descendants. 
(Bruce’s great-grandmother, Raffaela “Born to Sail” Zerilli, arrived at Ellis Island in 1900.) 
The singer was joined by mother Adele and aunts Ida Urbellis and Dora Kirby - who, at 
90, still works as an accountant. “She can do your taxes next season,” Bruce cracked. 
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on her Slash was | 
personal three for 
bat boy, four, with 
Matt Kemp. - two RBIs and 
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| Ben Gibbard 
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Some musicians belong in 
stadiums. Like Slash, who 
delivered a bluesy “God Bless 
America” in L.A., or Rihanna, 
who's knockin’ boots with 

a Dodger. Some pop stars, 
though, should be sent back 
to the minors, like Will.i.am, 
whose Opening Day first pitch 
landed in the dirt; and Death 
Cab for Cutie’s Chris Walla, who 
bobbled the signature riff on 
John Fogerty’s ballpark jam, 
“Centertfield.” Bush league! 


Boom Boom Balk! , 
_Will throws a wild one eat. 
“Dodger Stadium; Jay-Z. cheered 

on the Y Yankees (inset). 
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McLaren’s 
coffin and 
carriage 
(right) in 
London 
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Jealous of the peach-fuzz 


Sex Pistols manager Malcolm McLaren’s funeral brought a .|* » powerhouse, rapper 
out old punks (like Adam Ant and former Pistol Glen Mat- [e& . is ’ Drake attempted to 
lock) to the streets of North London. His coffin was em- ) — : ‘ , , — strangle Justin Bieber at | 
blazoned with his favorite slogan, Sid Vicious’ “My Way” Yao: | CGahada’s Juno Awards. | 


was blasted and anarchy once again reigned in the U.K. 
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The Cowboy Way 





Wearing a giant hat and with his hand on his gun, Timothy 
Olyphant makes ‘Justified’ TV’s guiltiest pleasure By Rob Sheffield 


¢ USTIFIED” IS THE KIND 
aE laid-back cop show 

you thought they didn't 
make anymore — a throwback 
to the days when TV cops just 
wanted to shoot up a few cars 
in between boozy wisecracks. 
Based on Elmore Leonard 
short stories, Justified doesn't 
have much on its mind beyond 
“Yeah, we got some cars and 
some guns. Let's go blow some 
shit up. Whatcha drinking, 
buddy?” No wonder it’s a hit - 
it gave FX its second-biggest 
premiere ever. 

Timothy Olyphant is the 
cowboy lawman U.S. Marshal 
Raylan Givens. He used to be 
stationed in Miami, where he 


Justified 
Tuesdays, 10 p.m., FX 


got in trouble for shooting a 
desperado after giving him 24 
hours to get out of town. When 
Givens supervisor fumes, “You 
do know were not allowed to 
shoot people on sight anymore, 
right?” Raylan gets transferred 
to his hometown in rural Har- 
lan County, Kentucky. There 
he can fight crime his own 
way, which is to wear a giant 
stetson, challenge bad guys to 





draw, charm the local ladies 
and waste perps like it was 
High Noon. “Tf I were you, I'd 
give up this Nazi bullshit and 
go back to poachin’ gators; it’s 
safer,’ he explains to a crimi- 
nal, before slamming his face 
into a steering wheel. 

There aren't any moral has- 
sles here - you can tell the 
good guy because he’s wear- 
ing a cowboy hat, and you can 
tell the bad guys because they 
have swastika tattoos. And the 
bad guys really exist only be- 
cause Raylan needs people to 
shoot. When one of the inter- 
changeable white-supremacist 
thugs says, “Who are you - the 
undertaker?” Raylan responds, 
“I might be undertakin’ a situ- 
ation right here,” which could 
have been taken verbatim from 
a Leonard story but sounds 
more like CSI: Jersey Shore. 

Harlan County sure looks 
like a fun place: Every male is 
either a cop or a convict, while 
the females are steamy rifle- 
toting sluts who like to open 
a phone conversation with the 
question “Can you smell the 
chicken frying?” In reality, the 
place is famous for a bloody 
1970s coal strike, but here it’s 
more like Hazzard County. 
Everybody's incredibly well- 
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mannered: Even though Ray- 
lan has come home from the big 
city, nobody mocks him for his 
GTL makeover or beige suits. 
Through it all, there's a long- 
ing for a simpler time, when 
crime seemed manageable and 
villains were easier to identify. 


The nostalgia isn’t so much for | 


Norman Rockwell’s America 
as Jim Rockford’s, when the 








THE WATCH LIST 


Deadliest Warrior 
Tuesdays, 10 p.m., Spike 
This brilliant fantasy smack- 
down is like adrunken 
argument in the world’s 
dumbest bar: Who'd winina 
fight - a samurai or a viking? 
Vlad the Impaler or Sun Tzu? 
The new season has Attila 
the Hun versus Alexander the 
Great. (Go, Huns!) Why didn’t 
anybody think of this before? 


Party Down 

Fridays, 10 p.m., Starz 

Is this the Melrose Place of 
catering porn or a parody of 
a Bravo reality show? Both! A 
surprisingly poignant sitcom 
about Hollywood caterers, 
with Ken Marino (The State) 
and Megan Mullally (Will & 
Grace) carrying buffet trays. 
More shrimp cocktail, sir? r.s. 























archetypal TV cop was a suave, 
cocky, good-looking jerk who 
got the job done but didnt rub 
our noses in the details of how 
he had to do it. Totally old- 
fashioned at heart, Justified 
stumps for every last cop-show 
cliche. We know from the get- 
go that Raylan won't shoot any- 
body who doesn't need shoot- 
ing. And we'll never have to 
exercise ourselves figuring out 
who's really guilty and who 
isn't — one of the first times 
we see the archvillain, a Nazi 
drug dealer, he's shooting one 
of his henchmen for not having 
enough tattoos. That’s cold. 

Olyphant made his name as 
the sheriff on Deadwood, but 
where that show was brooding 
and existential, Justified inhab- 
its a world where evil may be a 
mighty force, but it is nothing 
against a few well-placed dabs 
of hair gel. Olyphant is a tall 
glass of sarcastic quips, shrugs 
and meticulously groomed 
stubble - part redneck, part 
supermodel. Raylan’s father is 
(of course) a criminal kingpin, 
and we can tell our hero has 
got unresolved issues with his 
dad because everybody he runs 
into asks him about it, from his 
co-workers to the perps to the 
perps girlfriends. But that’s as 
close as he ever gets to talking 
about his feelings or even really 
having them. 

Like most cowpoke fantasies, 
Justified is a blood-drenched 
vision of law and order, yet one 
adapted to an era of unprece- 
dented government power and 
beaten-down civil liberties. 
Usually, a show like this would 
have the lawman making 
speeches about how the guilty 
creeps always get away because 
of bleeding-heart judges or lefty 
lawyers. But who could say that 
after the past 10 years? At this 
point, the classic vigilante can't 
position himself as rebelling 
against the system, because 
the system has outflanked him 
on the right. This cowboy cop 
might want to be Sheriff Bu- 
ford Pusser in Walking Tall, 
but in real life, Pusser actu- 
ally got defeated running for 
re-election because his down- 
home constituents didn't really 
cotton to the idea of getting 
pulled over by a psycho with 
a baseball bat. Thankfully for 
Justified, TV studs don't have 
to worry about elections. @© 
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Revenge of the Puppet 


Hamid Karzai is trying to end the war in Afghanistan — 
but will the Obama administration let him? 


HEN HAMID KARZAI, 

the Afghan president 

installed by the United 

States and propped up by 

American blood and treasure during nine 
years of war, threatens to join the Taliban, 
it’s fair to ask if the U.S. enterprise in Af- 
ghanistan has stopped making any sense. 
In early April, just days after meeting 
with President Obama in Kabul, Karzai 
unleashed a series of angry outbursts 
that stunned U.S. officials. He compared 
American and NATO troops to invad- 
ers and occupiers. He warned that U.S. 
military operations threatened to turn 
the Taliban-led insurgency into a legit- 
imate “national resistance.” And he ac- 
cused “foreigners” of trying to rig last 
years presidential election against him. 
“They wanted to have a puppet regime, 
they wanted to have a servant govern- 
ment,” Karzai declared. “If the interna- 
tional community pressures me more, I 
swear that Iam going to join the Taliban.” 
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To underline his point, Karzai traveled to 
China and Iran, and invited Iranian Presi- 
dent Mahmoud Ahmadinejad to Kabul. 

U.S. officials have been quick to por- 
tray Karzai as unbalanced, if not full-on 
crazy. Since taking office, he has tolerated 
rampant corruption at all levels of gov- 
ernment, cut deals with violent warlords 
to bolster his power and stolen nearly a 
million votes in last year's election. Those 
who have observed Karzai firsthand say 
privately that he has verged on the edge 
of a nervous breakdown during his time 
in office and report that he has been seen 
to burst into tears during official meet- 
ings. “He's a difficult partner at best,” says 
Bruce Riedel, a former CLA analyst who 
led the White House's initial review of 
Afghanistan policy last year. “He’s prickly, 
he’s proud, and he's very sensitive to the 
charge that he’s a foreign tool.” 

But Karzai’s eruption represents far more 
than personal pique. Nearly everyone, from 
Obama on down, admits that the Taliban 


will eventually have to be incorporated into 
a reconfigured government in Kabul. The 
only question is when. Karzai —- along with 
the United Nations, Afghans of all stripes 
and even some of Washington's partners 
in Europe — believes that the time to make 
peace with the Taliban is now, while the 
United States plans to expend years trying 
to gain more ground on the battlefield so 
it can negotiate from a position of greater 
strength. In essence, it’s a debate over how 
many more lives must be lost before both 
sides lay down their arms. Karzai'’s insis- 
tence on not waiting to make a deal with 
the Taliban is nothing less than a full- 
frontal challenge to the Obama adminis- 
tration. If Karzai has his way, Washington 
could be forced to speed up the withdraw- 
al of American troops currently targeted to 
begin in July 2011. 

“By nature, Karzai is a conciliator,’ says 
Riedel, who supports the Obama adminis- 
tration’s strategy. “In many ways, he’s very 
un-Afghan. He's not a warlord. He’s much 


Illustration by Victor JUHASZ 


more of a consensus builder. Advocating 
a political process is very popular among 
Afghans. After all, they're the ones dying 
in the war, and they're more eager than 
anyone else to find a political solution.” 


HE CLASH BETWEEN KABUL 
and the White House amped 
up sharply in January, when 
Karzai surprised the world at 
a high-profile international conference in 
London by announcing a major initiative 
aimed at ending the war. In sharp con- 
trast to U.S. policy, which envisions peeling 
away low-level Taliban fighters by offering 
them jobs and cash, Karzai said hed be 
willing to sit down with the Taliban's top 
military and political leaders - includ- 
ing Mullah Omar, the one-eyed Islamist 
radical who founded the insurgent group. 
“We must reach out to all of our country- 
men, especially our disenchanted broth- 
ers, Karzai told the London gathering. 

The initiative is motivated, in part, by 
self-preservation. “Karzai has to be there 
long after we're gone,’ says Christine Fair, 
an expert on Afghanistan at Georgetown 
University. “He doesn’t want us to go, but 
he knows we're going to be gone one day. 
So he has to try to make a deal with the 
people who want to kill him.” 

Karzais peace gesture threw the United 
States off balance. “It came out of no- 
where,” says Gautam Mukhopadhaya, 
an Indian diplomat who closely tracks 
Afghan politics. Not only did Karzai pro- 
claim his desire for talks with the enemy, 
he also outlined plans to convene an 
Afghan national council, called a jirga - 
scheduled to meet May 20th in Kabul - to 
create a national framework for dialogue 
with Taliban leaders. “People are desper- 
ate for peace,” said Masoom Stanekzai, 
Karzai’s national-security adviser. 

Working closely with the United Na- 
tions - but without the approval of the 
U.S. - Karzai has orchestrated a series 
of moves designed to get a response from 
the Taliban. Behind the scenes, he report- 
edly carried out a quiet dialogue with a 
top Taliban commander, Mullah Bara- 
dar. Kai Eide, then the U.N. special rep- 
resentative in Kabul, also met separately 
with Baradar’s associates and other dele- 
gates from the Taliban's leadership coun- 
cil, the Quetta Shura. “If you want rele- 
vant results, then you have to talk to the 
relevant person in authority,’ said Eide. “I 
think the time has come to do it.” Karzai 
enacted a law to provide amnesty for vio- 
lence committed before the U.S. invasion 
of 2001 - a measure that reassured Tali- 
ban leaders they would not be prosecuted 
for crimes committed during their rule. 
And, with Karzai’s support, the U.N. re- 
moved five former Taliban officials from 
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the so-called List 1267, a U.N.-sponsored 
watch list that targets 137 current and 
former Taliban leaders. 

To Washington's dismay, the peace ini- 
tiative has started to pay off. In March, 
a delegation from one of the main insur- 
gent groups allied with the Taliban, the 
Islamic Party, traveled to Kabul for meet- 
ings with Karzai and U.N. officials. Back 
in the 1980s, the party’s leader, Gulbuddin 
Hekmatyar, was the top recipient of U.S. 
aid in the CIA-sponsored jihad against 
the Soviet Union's occupation of Afghan- 
istan. But when American troops invaded 
in 2001, Hekmatyar joined with the 
Taliban to wage war against the new 
occupation. Now, from his secret head- 
quarters across the border in Pakistan's 
lawless tribal areas, Hekmatyar sent a 
team of negotiators to Kabul. They car- 
ried a 15-point peace plan calling for 
reconciliation and new elections, predi- 
cated on a flexible timetable for the with- 
drawal of U.S. and NATO troops. In talks 
with Karzai, Hekmatyar's representatives 
promised to persuade the Taliban to go 
along with the proposal. 

“If the international troops accept and 
abide by our proposal and withdraw from 
the country according to the gradual time- 
table,” said an Islamic Party spokesman, 
“then we will solve our internal problems 








ARZAI'S PEACE OFFENSIVE 
has provoked open hostili- 
ty from Washington. The 
Obama administration’s pol- 
icy toward Afghanistan is a diplomatic 
version of “Shoot first, ask questions later.” 
Before any talks with the Taliban can 
begin, the White House argues, U.S. forc- 
es in Afghanistan —- bolstered by the two 
surges that Obama ordered last year, dou- 
bling the number of American troops 
— must deliver punishing blows to the 
Taliban. “The shift of momentum is not 
yet strong enough to convince the Tali- 
ban leaders that they are in fact going to 
lose,” Secretary of Defense Robert Gates 
told Congress. “It’s when they begin to 
have doubts whether they can be success- 
ful that they may be willing to make a 
deal. I don’t think we're there yet.” Other 
U.S. officials also trashed Karzai’s peace 
offensive. Adm. Mike Mullen, chairman of 
the Joint Chiefs of Staff, criticized the 
talks as “premature.” Richard Holbrooke, 
Obama's special envoy to Afghanistan, 
expressed horror at the notion that Mul- 
lah Omar might be taken off the U.N.’s 
condemnation list. The U.S. military re- 
fuses to extend an olive branch by releas- 
ing Taliban insurgents held prisoner at 
Bagram Air Base, and in February the 
CIA worked with Pakistani intelligence 





“Karzai has to be there after we're gone,” 
says one expert. “So he has to make a deal 
with the people who want to kill him.” 


through political debates and negotia- 
tions. We will solve all our internal issues 
by coming together.” 

Mohammad Daoud Abedi, one of the 
Islamic Party negotiators who met with 
Afghan and U.N. officials in Kabul, told 
reporters that his group was specifically 
inspired by President Obama's decla- 
ration last December that U.S. troops 
would start to pull out of Afghanistan 
next year. While the insurgents would 
prefer that the withdrawal happen more 
quickly, Abedi said, the precise schedule 
was something that could be negotiated 
between the two sides. “If that’s what the 
international community with the lead- 
ership of the United States of America is 
planning — to leave - we better make the 
situation honorable enough for them to 
leave with honor,” he explained. 

Abedi, an Afghan-American, then 
added a wry reference to former vice 
president Dick Cheney's hunting acci- 
dent in 2006. Speaking about his feel- 
ings toward the United States, Abedi said, 
“How can I consider my own country my 
enemy? I am not Dick Cheney that I shoot 
my friends.” 


agents to shut down the peace process by 
arresting Mullah Baradar, the Taliban 
commander in talks with Karzai. 

At heart, the difference between U.S. 
strategy and Karzais approach is the dif- 
ference between “reintegration” and “rec- 
onciliation.” Reintegration, part of the 
“counterinsurgency strategy being pur- 
sued by Obama, involves pulling insur- 
gents out of the Taliban one by one and 
winning them over with promises of jobs 
and cash - usually after an area has been 
cleared and pacified by U.S. troops. By 
contrast, reconciliation involves reaching 
a political deal with Taliban commanders, 
offering them a share of political power in 
Kabul in exchange for a cease-fire. 

“The reconciliation that Karzai is put- 
ting on the table is not the same as the 
reintegration that the United States is 
putting on the table,” says Fair. “The U.S. 
believes that the Taliban is fighting be- 
cause theyre getting paid: If you knock 
them around a little bit, alter to some 
extent their cost-benefit calculus, they 
might be interested in reintegrating.” 

The problem with reintegration is that 
it requires the kind of military victory 
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that no superpower —- not the British, 
not the Soviets, not the Americans - has 
ever pulled off in Afghanistan. The U.S. 
has neither enough troops nor the politi- 
cal will to sustain a decades-long nation- 
building effort that can clear the Taliban 
- village by village, and valley by valley - 
from the estimated two-thirds of the 
country it currently controls. Because 
the Taliban is supported by Pakistan - 
which created and financed the insurgen- 
cy in the 1990s as a tool to guarantee that 
Afghanistan would remain in Pakistan's 
sphere of influence - it enjoys an isolat- 
ed and nearly impregnable base of oper- 
ations. And the Taliban has deep roots 
in the ethnic Pashtun population with- 
in Afghanistan, making it nearly impos- 
sible to identify and weed out. “The Tali- 
ban are an outgrowth of the people,” says 
Chas Freeman, a former U.S. ambassador 
to Saudi Arabia. “The essence of the U.S. 
strategy is to separate the Taliban from 
the people - and that, in practice, means 
separating fathers from sons and sons 
from mothers.” 

The big test of the Obama adminis- 
tration’s strategy will come this sum- 
mer, when thousands of U.S. troops 
launch their ballyhooed offensive to 
take control of Kandahar, the second- 
largest city in Afghanistan. Togeth- 
er with the sprawling rural districts 
that surround it, Kandahar is the birth- 
place of the Taliban movement, and it 
remains largely under Taliban control. 
In February and March, a much small- 
er U.S. military offensive was unleashed 
against Marja, a farming community in 
neighboring Helmand province, in the 
heart of Afghanistan’s poppy-growing 
region. Taken together, the Marja 
operation and the coming attack on 
Kandahar are meant to show the Taliban 













that the United States can oust it from its 
most prized districts. 

But Karzai, intent on striking a deal 
with the Taliban, opposed the Marja 
action. And in April, he traveled to Kanda- 
har to assure tribal elders, many of whom 
support the Taliban, that he would not 
permit the United States to move into the 
city without the support of the local tribes. 
“I know you are worried about this opera- 
tion,” he told the elders. “There will be no 
operation until you are happy.” 

The head of the provincial council in 
Kandahar happens to be none other than 
Ahmed Wali Karzai, the president's half 
brother and a notoriously corrupt wheeler- 
dealer who is areputed drug trafficker. But 
Ahmed Wali also serves as a liaison with 
some of the Taliban's leaders in the Kan- 
dahar region — ties that could prove vital if 
the government wants to negotiate a cease- 
fire with the insurgents. Such subtleties, 


only at driving America’s leading ally in 
Kabul into the arms of the very insurgents 
we are there to defeat. “The more Karzai 
feels threatened and endangered, the more 
we push him back on the people wed like 
him to get rid of,” says Ronald Neumann, 
a former U.S. ambassador to Afghanistan 
who knows Karzai well. “That’s where he 
can find support.” 


HIS PAST SUMMER, WHEN 
President Obama was con- 
ducting what turned out to be 
a months-long review of U.S. 
policy in Afghanistan, he found him- 
self under enormous pressure from the 
Pentagon and his top generals - includ- 
ing Stanley McChrystal, the command- 
er in Afghanistan, and David Petraeus, 
the head of the U.S. Central Command - 
to escalate the war. (See “The Generals’ 
Revolt,” RS 1090.) In the end, he gave the 





An American officer threatened to kill 
President Karzai's half brother: “I’m going 
to be watching every step you take.” 

* 


however, are lost on the Americans. In a 
stunning display of both ignorance and 
arrogance, a U.S. military officer recently 
threatened to kill Ahmed Wali Karzai. “I'm 
going to be watching every step you take,” 
the officer told the president’s relative. “If I 
catch you meeting with an insurgent, I’m 
going to put you on the list. That means 
that I can capture or kill you.” 

That attitude, experts on Afghanistan 
warn, is exactly what is driving Karzai 
to seek peace with the enemy. So far, the 
Obama administration has succeeded 


hawks what they wanted - tens of thou- 
sands of additional troops — but promised 
Vice President Joe Biden and other doves 
in the administration that he would begin 
withdrawing U.S. forces in July 2011. 

But few observers expect the U.S. to 
meet that deadline. “Anyone who thinks 
were seriously going to start pulling out 
serious numbers of troops by July is living 
in a fantasy world,” says Riedel, the for- 
mer CIA analyst. “We may even find our- 
selves in a position where General Mc- 
Chrystal says, ‘I need more troops. ” Riedel 
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acknowledges that Obama will come 
under fire at home if he decides to extend 
the war, but he argues that it’s a price the 
president can afford to pay: “Tf you look at 
this in terms of the politics, the frustration 
is going to come from the liberal wing of 
the Democratic Party.” 

In the end, though, the Obama admin- 
istration may find itself forced to sup- 
port Karzais peace initiative. In fact, 
say longtime observers of Afghanistan, 
the White House may quietly be sup- 
porting the diplomacy behind the scenes, 
even as it blasts Karzai in public. “They ve 
played their cards close to the chest,” says 
James Dobbins, a former State Depart- 
ment official who led U.S. efforts to sta- 
bilize Afghan politics in 2001. “Certainly 
they re not opposed to talking to the Tali- 
ban on principle. It’s not “We don't talk to 


terrorists, and we never will’ That’s not #& . 

their position.” Instead, he suggests, it’s (ia A'a-Vaa is 
likely that the White House knows it will Presidents Karzai 
ultimately have to talk to the Taliban and and Obama met in 





is using the July 2011 deadline to pressure Kabul on March 28th. 
the insurgents to reach an accord. “The 
administration needs to decide whether down his efforts to court the Taliban and 2011 to show that his plan can work,” says 
a departure for the United States and fallin line with the American strategy. Freeman, the former ambassador. 
NATO is something it will be prepared In fact, it’s likely that concerted U.S. The showdown with Karzai, insiders 
to agree to, as part ofthe endgame,’ Dob- pressure can keep Karzai in line - after say, ultimately comes down to a matter of 
bins says. “You can imagine asituationin — all, he’s utterly dependent on U.S. finan- pride. “We are going through the motions 
which a U.S. agreement to leave can have _ cial assistance, and American troops are to impart just enough stability to Afghan- 
a salutary effect in Afghanistan.” keeping him in power. According toinsid- _istan so that we can say were going out 
For now, however, the Obama admin- _ ers, he'll certainly get hisarmtwisteddur- with our heads held high,” says Paul Pillar, 
istration remains anxious about what, _ ing his visit to Washington on May 10th. — the former chief Middle East analyst for 
exactly, Karzai has in mind. “They're — Still, with the deadline for withdrawal _ the U.S. intelligence community. “It would 
very nervous about what Karzai is going getting closer, Obama will soon find him- _ be harder to go out under those terms 
to agree to,” says a former senior U.S. _ self forced to choose, once again, between if we smiled on Karzai starting to make 
official with close ties to Afghanistan. hawks and doves inside the administra- deals with senior Taliban officials.” To do 
“I suspect they're looking around for _ tion. If, as is widely expected, the coming so, he suggests, would make it appear as if 
some sort of strategic agreement about assault on Kandahar fails to make adent Obama had cut a deal with the very peo- 
what negotiations should look like.” For in the Taliban’s momentum, the presi- ple we invaded Afghanistan in order to 
many in the U.S. government, “strategic dent may have to start pulling up stakes crush. Which, in the end, is exactly what 
agreement” means forcing Karzaitoslow in Afghanistan. “McChrystal’s got until the president will have to do. @ 
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The Feds vs. 





oldman 


The government’s case against Goldman Sachs barely begins 
to target the depths of Wall Street’s criminal sleaze 


N THE DAY THE SECURITIES 
and Exchange Commission 
filed suit against Goldman 
Sachs for securities fraud, 
shares in the company plunged 12.8 per- 
cent, closing at $160.70. The market, it 
seemed, was finally passing judgment on 
a decade of high-stakes Wall Street scam- 
mery that left America threatening Nige- 
ria, Indonesia and Belarus on the list of the 
world’s most corrupt economies. 

A few days later, Goldman an- 
nounced its first-quarter num- 
bers. Profits were up 91 percent, 
toastaggering $3.4: billion. Com- 
pensation and bonuses soared to 
$5.5 billion, up from $4.7 billion 
in the first quarter of 2009. Bat- 
tered in the press, Goldman was 
raking up on the bottom line. So 
investors once again leapt into 
Goldman’s arms, pushing the 
stock as high as $166.50, not far 
from where it was even before 
news of the SEC suit broke. 

Goldman isn't dead - far from 
it. But this new SEC suit official- 
ly places it at the center of a rag- 
ing national discussion about the 
hopelessly fucked state of Ameri- 
can business ethics. As a halting, first-step 
attempt at financial regulatory reform 
makes its way toward a vote in the Senate, 
the government has finally thrown open 
the door and let a few of the rottener skel- 
etons tumble out. 

On the surface, the failure-to-disclose 
rap being leveled at Goldman feels like 
a niggling technicality, the Wall Street 
equivalent of a tax-evasion charge against 
Al Capone. The bank will try and - who 
knows - might even succeed in defend- 
ing itself in a court of law against these 
charges. But in the court of public opin- 
ion it was doomed the instant the SEC 
decided to put this ghastly black come- 
dy of a fraud case on the street for every- 
one to see. Just as Pittsburgh Steeler Ben 
Roethlisberger will never recover from the 
image of him (allegedly) waving his dick at 
ascared 20-year-old coed in the darkened 
hallway of a Georgia nightclub, Goldman 
may never bounce back from the SEC's 
brutal blow-by-blow account of how the 
bank conspired with a hedge-fund mag- 
nate to bend one gullible business part- 
ner after another over the edge of the sub- 
prime housing market. 
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* By Matt Taibbi * 


Here's the CliffsNotes version of the 
scandal: Back in 2007, Harvard-educat- 
ed hedge-fund whiz John Paulson (no rela- 
tion to then-Treasury secretary and former 
Goldman chief Hank Paulson) smartly de- 
cided the housing boom was a mirage. So 
he asked Goldman to put together a multi- 
billion-dollar basket of crappy subprime 
investments that he could bet against. The 
bank gladly complied, taking a $15 mil- 
lion fee to do the deal and letting Paul- 





In Goldman’s twisted 
worldview, clients should 
expect to be burned by 
their own bankers, asa 
matter of course. 


* 


son choose some of the toxic mortgages 
in the portfolio, which would come to be 
called Abacus. 

What Paulson jammed into Abacus 
was mortgages lent to borrowers with low 
credit ratings, and mortgages from states 
like Florida, Arizona, Nevada and Cali- 
fornia that had recently seen wild home- 
price spikes. In metaphorical terms, Paul- 
son was choosing, as sexual partners for 
future visitors to the Goldman bordel- 
lo, a gang of IV drug users, Haitians and 
hemophiliacs, then buying life-insurance 
policies on the whole orgy. Goldman then 
turned around and sold this poisonous 
stuff to its customers as good, healthy 
investments. 

Where Goldman broke the rules, ac- 
cording to the SEC, was in failing to dis- 


close to its customers - in particular a Ger- 
man bank called IKB and a Dutch bank 
called ABN-AMRO - the full nature of 
Paulson's involvement with the deal. Nei- 
ther investor knew that the portfolio they 
were buying into had essentially been put 
together by a financial arsonist who was 
rooting for it all to blow up. 

Goldman even kept its own collateral 
manager — a well-known and respectable 
company called ACA - in the dark. The 
bank hired the firm to approve 
the bad mortgages being select- 
ed by Paulson, but never both- 
ered to tell ACA that Paulson 
was actually betting against the 
deal. ACA thought Paulson was 
long, when actually he was short. 
That led to the awful comedy 
of ACA staffers holding meet- 
ing after meeting with Goldman 
and Paulson, and continually 
coming away confused as to why 
their supposedly canny financial 
partners kept kicking any decent 
mortgage out of the deal. In one 
ACA internal e-mail, the compa- 
ny wonders aloud why Paulson 
excluded mortgages issued by 
Wells Fargo - a bank that tradi- 
tionally created high-quality mortgages. 
“Did [they] give a reason why they kicked 
out all the Wells deals?” the quizzical e- 
mail reads. 

The climactic scene of this absurd 
vaudeville came on February 2nd, 2007, 
when Goldman vice president Fabrice 
Tourre - a French-born slimeball who 
would be the only Goldman individual 
named in the suit - showed up with Paul- 
son & Co, at ACA’s New York offices. At 
this meeting, both Paulson’s people and 
Tourre presumably pretended, for the ben- 
efit of their sucker partner ACA, that they 
were putting together a deal they actual- 
ly believed in. One has to imagine Tourre 
and the Paulson contingent overacting 
with Shatnerian intensity to convince 
the numbskull ACA guys that they really, 
really thought subprime mortgages lent 
out to exurban Floridians with shit cred- 
it scores Were awesome investments. Dur- 
ing the meeting, Tourre sent a damn- 
ing e-mail to another Goldman staffer: 
“I am at this aca paulson meeting, this is 
surreal.” 

Tourre would brag in other e-mails that 
while the housing market was about to 
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blow up, his fabulous French self would 
be left standing in a pile of money when it 
was all over. “More and more leverage in 
the system,” he wrote. “The whole build- 
ing is about to collapse anytime now. ... 
Only potential survivor, the fabulous Fab 
... Standing in the middle of all these 
complex, highly leveraged, exotic trades 
he created!” 

These flighty Tourre e-mails boasting 
of cashing in on a disaster and chuckling 
over the “surreal” experience of power-ly- 
ing right in the face of a business part- 
ner are Goldman's very own Ben Roeth- 
lisberger drunken dick-waving moment. 
It is hard to imagine any company from 
now on doing business with Goldman and 
not picturing its fruitcake executives text- 
boasting to each other about the pleasures 
of screwing over their own clients. 

Goldman has issued three denials with 
regard to the SEC charges. The first was 
avery curt “this is all bullshit” 
press release, issued on the day 
the complaint came out, in which 
it called the charges “completely 
unfounded in law.” 

Then, after their PR people 
had a few minutes to think about 
things, Goldman issued a second 
release claiming that it lost $90 
million on the deal, and therefore 
couldn't have been doing anything 
wrong. While this may be true - 
and we only have their word for 
it that it is - who the hell cares? 
What Goldman is being accused 
of is lying to its clients. How much 
money they did or didn't make 


is totally irrelevant. In fact, if eS | 


Goldman really did lose money 
knowing what they knew about this deal, 
all that proves is that they're morons as 
well as sleazebags. 

The third press release paved the way 
for the inevitable deployment of the Dr. 
Richard Kimble/one-armed-man defense 
~ i.e., that Fabrice Tourre did it all, acting 
alone. “Goldman Sachs would never con- 
done one of its employees misleading any- 
one, the release insisted. “Were there ever 
to emerge credible evidence that such be- 
havior indeed occurred here, we would be 
the first to condemn it and to take all ap- 
propriate actions.” 

So within the space of a few days, Gold- 
man issued three different explanations, 
which progressed from (a) we absolutely, 
positively didn't do it, to (b) if we did do 
it, we didn’t make any money doing it, and 
finally on to (c) if somebody did it, it was 
only that French cat Tourre, and here's his 
head if you want it. These guys couldn't 
find the truth if it was sitting in their 
lap playing the ukulele, and that’s the 
basic problem that the entire financial- 
services sector — an industry that requires 
trust and confidence to thrive - is strug- 
gling to overcome. 
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UST UNDER A YEAR AGO, WHEN 

we published “The Great Amer- 

ican Bubble Machine” [RS 

1082/1083], accusing Goldman 
of betting against its clients at the end 
of the housing boom, virtually the entire 
smugtocracy of sneering Wall Street co- 
gnoscenti scoffed at the notion that the 
Street's leading investment bank could be 
guilty of such a thing. Attracting particu- 
lar derision were the comments of one of 
my sources, a prominent hedge-fund chief, 
who said that when Goldman shorted the 
subprime-mortgage market at the same 
time it was selling subprime-backed prod- 
ucts to its customers, the bait-and-switch 
maneuver constituted “the heart of secu- 
rities fraud.” 

CNBC's house blowhard, Charlie Gas- 
parino, laughed at the “securities fraud” 
line, saying, “Try proving that one.” The Af- 
lantic’s online Randian cyber-shill, Megan 





oo 
In the court of public 
opinion, Goldman was 
doomed the instant the 
SEC put this ghastly black 
comedy on the street. 


* 


McArdle, said ROLLING STONE had “ab- 
surdly” accused Goldman of committing a 
crime, arguing that “Goldman’s customers 
for CDOs are not little grannies who think 
a bond coupon is what you use to buy den- 
ture glue.” Former Wall Street Journal re- 
porter Heidi Moore hilariously pointed 
out that Goldman wasn't the only one bet- 
ting against the housing market, citing the 
short-selling success of - you guessed it - 
John Paulson as evidence that Goldman 
shouldn't be singled out. 

The truth is that what Goldman is al- 
leged to have done in this SEC case is even 
worse than what all these assholes laughed 
at us for talking about last year. 

Prior to the “Bubble Machine’ piece, 
I had heard rumors that Goldman had 
gone out and intentionally scared up 








toxic mortgages and swaps in order to 
get short of them with sucker bookies like 
AIG. But - and this seems funny in retro- 
spect - I foolishly dismissed those tales as 
being too conspiratorial. I thought it was 
bad enough that Goldman was shorting 
the subprime market even as it was sell- 
ing toxic subprime-backed securities to 
chumps on the open market. The notion 
that the bank would actually go out and 
create big balls of crap that would be de- 
signed to fail seemed too nuts even for 
my tastes. 

In the year since - and this, to me, is 
the main lesson from the SEC case against 
Goldman - the public has quickly come 
to accept that when it comes to the once- 
great institutions of modern Wall Street, 
literally no deal that makes money is too 
low to be contemplated. 

The nearly identical case involving a 
Merrill Lynch mortgage deal called Norma 
now making its way through the 
courts is just one example. There 
is more fraud out there, and ev- 
eryone knows it: front-running, 
manipulation of the commod- 
ities markets, trading ahead of 
interest-rate moves, hidden loss- 
es, Enron-esque accounting, 
Ponzi schemes in the precious- 
metals markets, you name it. We 
gave these people nearly a tril- 
lion bailout dollars, and no one 
knows what service they actu- 
ally provide beyond fraud, gross 
self-indulgence and the occasion- 
al transparently insincere pub- 
lic apology. 

The Goldman case emerges as 
asymbol of all this brokenness, of 
a climate in which all financial actors are 
now supposed to expect to be burned and 
cheated, even by their own bankers, as a 
matter of course. (As part of its defense, 
Goldman pointed out that IKB is a “sophis- 
ticated CDO market participant” - transla- 
tion: too fucking bad for them if they trust- 
ed us.) It would be nice to think that the 
SEC suit is aimed at this twisted world- 
view as much as at the actual offense. Some 
observers believe the case against Gold- 
man was timed to pressure Wall Street into 
acquiescing to Sen. Chris Dodd's loophole- 
ridden financial-reform bill, which proba- 
bly won't do much to prevent cases like the 
Abacus fiasco. Or maybe it’s just pure pol- 
itics - Democrats dropping the proverbial 
horse's head in Goldman's bed to get their 
fig-leaf financial-reform effort passed in 
time for the midterm elections. 

Whatever the long-range motives, the 
immediate effect of the lawsuit is to put 
Wall Street’s crazy fraud ethos on trial in 
the court of public opinion. For now, at the 
end of the first quarter, Goldman and most 
of the other big banks are still winning 
that case. But the second quarter might be 
a different story. 
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BE ROBERT DOWNEY JR. 





ITTING IN 
a nylon lawn chair on an empty swath of 
Venice Beach between the tattoo-parlor- 
lined boardwalk and the vacant, flat gray 
ocean, Robert Downey Jr. is dressed for 
privacy in a hooded black wool sweat- 
er and an enormous pair of bug-eyed “As 
Seen on TV” Blublocker sunglasses that 
make him look like the famous FBI sketch 
of the Unabomber. He wears baggy draw- 
string lounge pants of the sort that most 
men only put on when all their other pants 
are in the dryer and they have to answer 
the doorbell. The loose clothes allow the 
range of movement - the freedom to twist, 
flex, stretch, fidget and even roll around 
in the sand or lie on his back and gaze 
up at the heavens - that helps Downey, 
45, discharge his roiling energy when 
he’s on a verbal run. Sober and success- 
ful, the billion-dollar pillar of the Sher- 
lock Holmes and Iron Man franchises 
is at least as vibrant and cyclonic as the 
old stoned and troubled tabloid cover 
model from a decade ago. A conversation 
with him is a deep-space particle storm, 
parentheses-within-parentheses, di- 
gression upon digression, a nonlin- 
ear but not nonsensical cosmic out- 
pouring. Downey refuses to follow 
any kind of script, never quite coming 
into focus, always in thrall to another 
idea. That’s the essence of his mind and 
spirit, and, arguably, of his genius as 
an actor. 

“Let’s do word association now, he 
says. 

“Viral,” I begin. I don’t know why. 

“Redundant,” Downey responds. I don't 
know why. 

“Esoteric,” I say. 

He pauses. “Approachable.” 
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I draw a blank. This game isnt the jazzy | 


Method-acting exercise I was hoping for. 
Maybe Downey's just tired. He’s a serious 
devotee of Wing Chun, a kung fu discipline, 
but today he has been grumbling about a 
shoulder injury. For now, though, he’s re- 
sisting taking an Advil, a reflection of his 
rigorous commitment to all-natural self- 
improvement. 

I try a different tack: “Vaginal,” I say. 

“Parfait.” 

It's perfect. It’s more than perfect. It’s 
creepy, elegant, uncanny. And it came to 
Downey without a pause, as though this 
absurd linguistic delectable — “vaginal par- 
fait,” | can’t stop saying it - already existed 
in the collective unconscious, and he sim- 
ply reached out and retrieved it. 

The volleys continue but gradually lose 
vigor, stalling out on “remorse” and “lick.” 
Downey, whose artistry is based on in- 
stinct - on his faith in and obedience to in- 
stinct; witness his warped blackface turn 
in Tropic Thunder, a performance that’s 
like a hunch or a whim whipped up into a 
compulsion — knows precisely when to get 
back to business. 

The only problem ts it’s tough to know 
exactly what our business is. Jron Man 2? 
Downey doesn't bring it up. Later on, when 
I press him, he'll say that making it was 
“the greatest professional lesson of my life,” 
leaving me with the sense that “lesson,” in 
this case, is a euphemism for “ordeal.” 

Hed rather stick to matters more ab- 
stract. “Let me put it this way,” he says, 
responding to an open-ended question 
about his general state of mind these days, 
“T am in the continual process of tran- 
scending fear-based rituals.” I ask him to 
expand, to clarify. He twists around in his 
chair and tilts his head, first one way, then 
another, then another. The adjustments 
never stop. For Downey, who trained long 
ago as a ballet dancer and still moves 
like one - arched spine, squared shoul- 
ders, feet planted but lightly planted, neck 


“WHEN THE DOOR 
CLICKS SHUT, JAIL IS 
THE SAFEST PLACE 
ON EARTH, DOWNEY 
SAYS. “THERE'S 
NOTHING THAT CAN 
DO YOU ANY REAL 
HARM, IF YOU HAVE 
THE RIGHT CELLIE.” 


straight, chin raised - even thinking is a 
physical activity. 

“Does it involve a disempowered sense 
of magical thinking, or am I actually in the 
stream?” he tells me, his manner a blend 
of meditative detachment and locked-on, 
soul-to-soul engagement as he explains 
how rituals he deems “fear-based” differ 
from all the other kinds. “Is it spontane- 
ous or is it premeditated based on some 
sort of need to control?” 

It’s easy to shrug off such utterances 
as La-La Land New Age mumbo jumbo, 
but it’s less easy when the person recit- 
ing it is such a stupendous testament to 
its restorative potential. Downey - the 
new clean-urine Downey, who's been the 
new Downey for so many years now that 
he’s become the ordinary Downey - is a 
recovery-movement, power-of-positive- 
thinking, quest-for-enlightenment best- 
case scenario. Before day’s end, I'll watch 
him hug and kiss his slim and trim, seren- 
ity-radiating producing partner and wife 
of five years, Susan. It’s areal hug and kiss 
that exhibits real affection. I'll stand over 
him as he plays, through his computer, a 
song by his 16-year-old son, Indio. It’s a 
real song of real passion and prowess, and 
Downey's absorption in it is also real. I'll 
observe his epicurean sipping of a fruit- 
infused organic soda. It’s a real instance 
of joyful liquid refreshment. Downey not 
only seems stable and decontaminated, he 
seems buttressed and distilled. 

His talk of illumination and lbera- 
tion becomes marginally more intelligi- 
ble once you accept that his private dia- 
lect and the hybrid cosmology behind it is 
a form of mental music rather than a fully 
reasoned system. “In the moment, if you 
zero out your board,” he says, leaving me 
to assume that by “the board” he means 
something like a mixing board or, per- 
haps, the inner-mental scoreboard that 
people use to record their wins and losses 
in life, “anything is possible.” In a similar 
vein — elusive but evocative - he describes 
a career phase he passed through after the 
years of blazing self-immolation but prior 
to the current era of ever-striving, perpet- 
ual self-scrutiny: “In the Joseph Campbell 
world of no longer being on anyone else's 
path, I’m out there and it’s leafy and green 
and there's abundance, but I don't think 
it’s amounting to anything more than sur- 
vival in the jungle.” 

Translation, I think: He was cruising. 


And it bored him. 


HE TAO OF DOWNEY IS FUZZY 
and enigmatic, but its principles, 
properly applied, seem to get re- 

sults. Once hed cleaned up and 
zeroed out his board, Downey 
prepared himself for the next stage -— the 
dimensional phase shift that’s made him 
what he is now, the star of a superhero 
sequel that’s poised for one of the highest- 
grossest openings in movie history, the 
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Me ROBERT DOWNEY JR. 


head of a growing production company (his 
staff answers the phone, “Team Downey’ ) 
and the owner of both an ultramodern 
Venice office building and an Edenic multi- 
acre Malibu oceanview estate - by doing 
artistic flexibility exercises augmented by 
ceremonial white magic. 

“Careerwise, I was setting them up,” 
he says of the years preceding his break- 
through. “There's a little Zodiac there, a 
little Fincher here, some Shaggy Dog, got 
the insurance handled, then boom!” The 
boom was the starring role in Iron Man, 
which Downey had unabashedly been cov- 
eting. The prospect of playing a comic- 
book superhero not only didn’t strike him 
as an offense against the devotion to com- 
plexity that had earned him steady critical 
approval and actor's-actor credibility, he 
regarded it as an invigorating outrage, “ab- 
solutely viable in its profanity,” whose re- 
verberations would shock him back to life 
— a better life. So he did some astral-plane 
conjuring. Before his Jron Man screen test, 
he built, for real, from physical materials, 
an “altar to the possibility of self” out of 
“some intuitively gathered objects” that in- 
cluded a picture of the superhero and - it 
gets spooky here — “a sunstone wand.” 

Downey's Aquarian trippiness and his 
meta-mega conceptual answers to basic 
questions (of his unexpected emergence as 
today’s pre-eminent interpreter of oversize 
iconic roles, he says, “I love it when the least 
likely blank becomes a blank, because tt re- 
minds me that things are not as prohibitive 
as I think they are when I’m in neutral”) 
make him hard to interview in any conven- 
tional, structured way, but they also make 
him a joy to bullshit with. Downey has the 
kind of mind whose doors of perception are 
always unlatched, open to all sorts of far- 
fetched possibilities. He's fascinated by the 
fringes of science and conspiracy — whether 
there exists a language of birds, for in- 
stance. Or what the military's really been 
up to at Long Island’s Brookhaven Nation- 
al Laboratory, where, Downey says, re- 
searchers have been conducting secret ex- 
periments to provide “supersoldiers” with 
an apparatus capable of generating “three 
levels” of cloaking: “Hidden,” “Invisible” 
and “Gone.” Does Downey really believe 
such out-there stuff or is it, in his words, 
a fanciful “hydroponic sonic” amusement? 
That's unclear and probably irrelevant. 
He's a mental omnivore. He'll eat almost 
anything, ideawise, or he'll at least chew 
on it. What he swallows is another mat- 
ter. That’s partly because the psychedelia 
springs from a common-sense-filled, well- 
informed, experience-tempered and mor- 
ally solid soul. In fact, he’s something of an 
old-school hardass. 

Does he think drugs should be legal- 
ized? No way, not even marijuana, which 
he calls “the biggest ambition crusher of 


WALTER KIRN is the author of five 
novels, including “Up in the Air.” 
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them all” and bemoans as a singularly “in- 
sidious” substance because it’s widely re- 
garded as benign. “Pot, for me, is, just take 
the sharpest table, round out the corners, 
and then keep wondering why you keep 
gouging your knees on it. Because you see 
it as something different than it is.” 

He also has surprising views on pris- 
on life, whose depictions in the media are 
“two-dimensional,” he feels, and over- 
emphasize its supposed brutality. From 
1999 to 2000, Downey was an inmate 
in a California state prison due to his in- 
famous repeated failures to zero out the 
board narcoticswise during the mid-to- 
late Nineties. “When the door clicks shut, 
then you are safe,” he says. “There is noth- 
ing aside from a rogue correctional officer 
that can do you harm if you have the right 
cellie. You are actually in the safest place 
on Earth. Safe from the intruders. From 
anything that might thwart the mortal 





coil.” As long as you don't buy dope in pris- 
on: “If you follow those impulses, you are 
going to be very indebted to someone who 
is too much of a public-safety threat to 
even just be in jail.” 

But Downey's most old-fashioned opin- 
ion of all concerns the greatness, creativi- 
ty and transformative vitality of Los Ange- 
les. He won't hear a word against the place, 
or against the entertainment business. “In 
and of itself,” he says, his voice firm and 
formal with municipal patriotism, “it is, 
as titled, a city of angels.” People who view 
L.A. more cynically and come to it think- 
ing they ll beat the odds - the untavorable 
odds that have beaten others like them - 
are doomed to lose, he says, and have noth- 
ing to blame for their eventual failures but 
their negative preconceptions. “I love a bit 
of bitterness, but if you want to immerse 
yourself in a situation where your bitter- 
ness can be fully and calculably justified, 


May 13, 2010 





CLOCKWISE FROM TOP LEFT: JASON MERRITT/GETTY IMAGES; BAUERGRIFFIN.COM; COURTESY OF ROBERT DOWNEY JR; NORTHERN ARTS ENTERTAINMENT/EVERETT COLLECTION 


welcome. Come here and see if now you are 
just in a different part of the casino.” 

The sun, a pale diffuse blur behind the 
clouds, has fallen almost to the horizon. 
It’s cold on the beach, and Downey pulls 
his hood tight and wraps his arms around 
himself. The talk dies down and our atten- 
tion shifts to a peculiar little drama that’s 
been going on all afternoon a few yards 
beyond our chairs. Downey's husky aide- 
de-camp, a guy named Jimmy Rich with 
little room remaining for new tattoos on 
his ink-covered beefy arms, is squatting 
amid a litter of wires, batteries and in- 
struction booklets, preparing to launch 
a model rocket. Why? No explanation. 
Maybe it’s a courteous attempt to give a 
visiting journalist a catchy visual meta- 
phor for Downey's trajectory from addict 
to superstar. Or maybe the launch is just a 
way to stir up the neurons of the boss, who 
kicked narcotics but still needs little thrills 
to maintain a natural buzz. 

The rocket is finally ready. Downey de- 


dont appear to be working at all. Their 
mission is to advance what Downey calls 
“the brand.” He seems to enjoy his role as 
an executive and to savor the lingo of mod- 
ern management-science as much as the 
language of quantum psycho-mythology. 
He characterized his motive in forming his 
team “as trying to get an infrastructure to 
flex and pressure-mold to the situation.” 
But our rendezvous at HQ is not to be. 
Half an hour before I set out for Venice, 
my cellphone rings: “It’s Downey,” he says. 
He alludes to a frustrating morning at the 
office, to some sort of hassle or squabble 
that tried his patience, and informs me 
that he’s on the way to my hotel. His impul- 
sive decision to split from Team Downey 
endears him to me, I'll admit, because it 
seems to run counter, in an all too human 
way, to certain hard, definitive statements 
he made yesterday about self-discipline 
and maturity that left me feeling wimpy, 
soft, chaotic and like an all-around inferi- 
or being. “The line is the line and the way 


this evening. Downey reserves two slots a 
week — paid in advance - with a therapist 
he calls “the best shrink in America.” One 
session is devoted to regular maintenance 
of his relationship with his wite. The other 
is a “floater” to be used as needed. He and 
Susan can settle the problem at tonight's 
session, he says. The prospect seems to 
relax him. He turns the music up. 

The array of problem-solving machin- 
ery that Downey relies on to protect him- 
self from his own weaknesses and screw- 
ups is no mere celebrity-lifestyle amenity. 
Not in his case, anyway. “The ramifica- 
tions of a little slip are not what they used 
to be,” he told me yesterday. “It’s not kid 
stuff anymore.” The truth is that kid stuff, 
for Downey, was never kid stuff. It was 
crack cocaine and heroin, publicized court- 
room proceedings, incarcerations. His first 
marriage, to the actress Deborah Falcon- 
er, sunk into such misery and conflict that 
Downey spent his 30th birthday curled up 
outside on the ground in drug withdrawal 





“PM AT A POINT WHERE NOTHING SHORT OF MY BEST SHOT AT 
RIGHTEOUS EXISTENCE WILL DO. THE RAMIFICATIONS OF A SLIP 
ARE NOT WHAT THEY USED T0 BE. IT’S NOT KID STUFF ANYMORE.” 


clines to take the small control box, so 
Jimmy steps back from the pad and flicks 
the switch. Nothing. He fusses with some 
wires, tries again, and the tapered toy mis- 
sile whooshes up in a smooth platonic are 
at whose apogee the parachute opens and 
is captured by a slight breeze that causes 
the rocket to slowly retrace its course and 
softly land just a few feet from the spot 
where it left the sand. 

Downey is wonder-struck by the elegant 
spectacle. He practically levitates out of his 
chair. Imagining and manifesting amazing 
outcomes is his bag these days. The launch 
was another one. Grace abounds. 

“You fucking handled it, dude,” he says 
to Jimmy. 

That was Day One, Venice Beach. Many 
spiritual principles were discussed, many 
theories of self-overcoming were advanced, 
the brilliant nonsense term “vaginal par- 
fait” was coined, and all ended well, with 
the lovely, on-target landing of a nifty toy 
projectile that seemed to embody the movie 
star’s charmed new life. 

Day Two was a bit messier. 


HE PLAN TODAY WAS FOR ME TO 
meet Downey at his headquarters, 
a concrete modernist aboveground 
bunker whose main floor resembles 
a mellow war room manned by 10 
or so casually dressed young tolk who are 
so generationally at ease with computers 
and touch-screen smartphones that they 


May 13, 2010 


is the way, he said. Also: “I've been led to a 
point where nothing short of my best shot 
at righteous existence will do.” And this 
one, the most uncompromising of all: “For 
a certain kind of individual, I believe that 
the way to freedom is by just shoveling irre- 
vocable responsibility on their actions.” 
Downey pulls up in front of the hotel in 
a snazzy white Audi SUV so showroom- 
virginal and luminous, from its black, im- 
maculate, dust-free tires to its clean-to- 
the-point-of-invisibility windshield, that it 
might be aspecial movie-stars-only model. 
He’s alone in the car: no driver, no assistant 
and no fame-concealing hooded sweater. 
Yesterday, he was a person with a plan - 
help the reporter do his job, set him up with 
a lawn chair and arocket launch and a pic- 
nic basket of healthy snacks - but today 
he’s in a whatever-happens-happens mood. 
He's playing the Doobie Brothers on his 
stereo, clearly uninterested in seeming hip, 
and he's griping about the costly intercom 
that was just installed in his new house. He 
complains that the keypad lacks a button 
that will put him directly through to Indio 
- the feature he most desired. He com- 
plained to his wife that the absence of this 
button made the system useless to him, 
and when she urged him to settle down, 
he aggressively defended his prerogative to 
voice dissatisfaction with a flawed product 
that hed paid good money for. He left the 
matter unresolved, he tells me, because he 
has a couples-therapy session scheduled for 


while his wife glared down at him, shiver- 
ing with fury. The falls were typically fol- 
lowed by a comeback that only rendered 
the next plunge steeper, scarier. 

Part of the problem, strangely, was 
Downey's stubborn professionalism and 
stamina — or perhaps his pride in them. “It 
used to be that you could throw me out of 
the back of a party van onto the set, give 
me atuna melt, and I could function.” This 
ability to work while hurting “was the es- 
sence. It was my self-esteem,” he says. “It’s 
so sad, it’s beautiful. It so speaks to the 
human condition. There’s something in 
that, that in an adolescent way, is a ver- 
sion of honor.” 

Today, instead of expounding on the in- 
sights, regimens and beliefs that he cred- 
its for ending his long and gruesome spree, 
he seems compelled to refresh his memo- 
ries of it. He drives up into the Hollywood 
Hills to show me the first house he bought 
after gaining a foothold in the industry, 
and then it’s down to Sunset Boulevard to 
cruise past the sites of his nocturnal de- 
linquencies, which he shared with party- 
hardy pals such as former teen idol Leif 
Garrett, whose company in bars and clubs, 
says Downey, “always kicked things up a 
notch.” He recalls his fondness for metal 
clubs and hipper joints like the Flaming 
Colossus (which one of his buddies nick- 
named Flemish Colostomy), and his affec- 
tion for the cult band Faster Pussycat. He 
also recalls his empty feeling when all the 
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nightspots closed at 4.a.m. and his sense of 
relief when the action resumed at noon. 

Driving west, toward the coast, in the 
new Audi whose complicated dashboard 
befuddles him, he cranks up an obscure 
Elvis Costello tune, “The Long Honey- 
moon.” He dreams of collaborating with 
Costello someday to create a musical or 
stage show whose details he's rather vague 
about and which he has yet to mention 
to Costello. Might happen, might not. 
Downey is full of such ideas and schemes, 
including a few fairly detailed movie sce- 
narios, but he’s saddled with a heavy sched- 
ule nowadays, thanks to his bankability, 
his dynamism and his seeming immunity 
to overexposure. Later this year, he begins 
shooting the Sherlock Holmes sequel. Also 
being filmed is a 3-D space movie called 
Gravity, in which he'll play an astronaut 
trapped on a crippled space station that 
he’s desperately trying to repair. 

As we drive up the coast, Downey ex- 
plains the incident at the office that ticked 
him off today. It began with his decision 
to cancel his family’s annual trip to the 
Coachella music festival. There were logis- 
tical reasons for his decision, but his main 


consideration was parental: He was taking | 
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his son on vacation to Italy soon and felt 
that the music-festival excursion, which 
would entail missed school days, was one 
indulgence, one luxury too many. Downey 
didn’t want to spoil the boy. Before he was 
able to give his son the news, though — news 
that Downey knew wouldn't go down well 
and would require him to be firm —- a Team 
Downey member called ahead and spilled 
the beans. Downey felt that his fatherly 
rights had been usurped, and he let the of- 
fender know it. Boss not happy. 

We eat lunch at a Malibu seaside shack 
where Downey drinks a Dr Pepper be- 
cause the soft drink is tied in, marketing- 
wise, with Jron Man 2 and he wants to 
be loyal to the cause. When the song “A 
Whiter Shade of Pale” drifts down from a 
speaker in the ceiling, he shakes his head 
ina moody, reflective way and tells me that 
it’s the saddest tune there is. Why is that, 
he wonders? The puzzle goes unsolved. I 
rupture the melancholy moment by ask- 
ing the inevitable question that most ac- 
tors of Downey's caliber and status an- 
swer in the affirmative: Does he have any 
desire to direct? Not really. “What do you 
think I’ve been doing for the past five 
years? he says. 











> 





A few minutes later he’s pressing a but- 
ton to open the gate of the house he’s been 
renovating for the better part of a year. It’s 
landscaped and styled to a point of flaw- 
less storybook unreality. The fruit on the 
trees looks hung by hand, it’s so evenly 
spaced on the expertly trimmed branches. 
The walking paths are so smoothly raked 
and groomed and defined by such neat, 
unbroken edges that they look like minia- 
ture roads in fairyland. The house's interi- 
or isn’t quite as polished. The rooms aren't 
fully furnished yet, and though they're 
spotless, they feel a bit austere. 

“This is the worst coffee machine ever, 
Downey grumbles in the kitchen, trying 
to brew espresso with a device that makes 
him wait and wait for his caffeine fix while 
a tiny green light on its side turns on and 
off, apparently requesting the user's pa- 
tience with some obscure internal ongo- 
ing process. “How of all the online options 
did I pick this one, Blinkie the Japanese 
Face-Fucker,’ says Downey. He's joking, 
of course, and exaggerating his bitterness, 
but at some level he seems genuinely ir- 
ritated. First the inadequate intercom. 
Now this. That’s when the Team member 
who jumped the gun and let Downey's son 
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know there would be no music festival ap- 
pears in the kitchen doorway. His com- 
portment is sheepish, and Downey doesn't 
look at him as the employee tries to mend 
things by announcing that he’s recorded, 
for Downey's amusement as a martial art- 
ist, an Ultimate Fighting Championship 
special. The boss isn't cold or scary, just 
elsewhere, absent, as though he's taking a 
nonexistent phone call. 

After we drink our coffee, Downey 
walks me around the handsome, expan- 
sive grounds, stopping to chat with squads 
of gardeners who are busy clipping, tamp- 
ing and digging. One of them indirectly 
indicates that a tractor might prove help- 
ful in his efforts, and Downey promises to 
buy one for him immediately, then passes 
on and quips, “See? Even the infractions 
are on me. I think I understand his state 
of mind. The little never-ending burdens 
of being landed and respectable after 
being, not so long ago, lost in space and 
notoriously disreputable, are wearing on 
him slightly, just perhaps. “The problem 
is,” he cracks, “you have to have a double 
franchise to afford the upkeep.” 

There's a Gatsby-like quality to 
Downey's manner as he strolls around 





always be here. We'll never fucking move 
from here. Crazy.” 

Speaking of the missus, it’s time, 
Downey tells me, to head back down the 
coast for the therapy session he mentioned 
earlier when he brought up his tantrum 
about the lousy new intercom: “I need 
to explain my reaction to my wife for 90 
minutes with a trained professional.” 


HEN DOWNEY TURNS ONTO 
the highway in the Audi, the 
nagging memories and lin- 
gering traumas all pour out of 
him suddenly, unprompted - 
a caustic, comic, cathartic cascade of 
words and images and energies that may 
have been pushing against his skull all 
day. They emerge that rapidly, almost 
without volition. It’s 1996 again, the year 
when it all finally caught up with him: 
not just the law, but justice in the deepest 
sense. And in the nick of time, the way 
he tells it. 

“This is historically where, years ago, in 
a Ford F-150, right when the light turned 
green, and I'd just made it back from some 
heinous interaction with the highly toxic 
- you know the kind of girl where youre 





like an engineer-for-Seals-and-Crofts- 
turned-haute-couture-coke-dealer — it 
was the only coke that ever tasted as good 
as the coke I did with my dad and Jack 
Nicholson.... Here’s what I remember: I 
get back to the house after this whole first 
arrest debacle, I remember that Id had a 
party there before all this, with the son of 
a local phenom. He and his buddies came 
over in Dad's old Jaguar, which is so fast 
the birds can't get out of the way. They 
were like beer-and-chitlins types with 
money, and I proceeded to take a massive 
piece of fucking black-tar heroin out of 
one of my clown pockets, put it on a paper 
plate, heat up a coat hanger, do the longest 
fucking Reynolds Wrap tube roll in histo- 
ry, and get these guys so fucking gowed out 
— five fucking Manchurian Candidates in 
my living room for two days - and then I 
got busted. And I’m thinking, “Where's all 
that great coke?’ And here I was needing to 
anesthetize like never before. The wife has 
moved out, the kid's gone, my life is a fuck- 
ing babyshambles, and I suddenly make 
the neuropathic connection that there’s 
nowhere the coke can be but the garbage, 
and I fucking dig in the thing and there it 
is, and it’s so fucking pure and so clean and 





“AFTER | WAS BAILED OUT OF JAIL BY MY DEALER'S BOYFRIEND, 
| REMEMBER | HAD THE ONLY COKE THAT EVER TASTED AS GOOD 
AS THE COKE | DID WITH MY DAD AND JACK NICHOLSON.” 





the splendid all that he’s now the master 
of. He’s proud of the place, but in a distant 
way, as though he’s not fully convinced 
of its reality. He shows me the complex 
of sturdy wooden corrals and thorough- 
ly scrubbed stables that he’s still deciding 
whether to fill with actual horses: “Maybe 
we ll become the equestrian type.” Me, I 
cant quite see it. He doesnt strike me as 
having the disposition of the classic horse- 
man, the sort of person who garners deep 
satisfaction in mane detangling, feed-bag 
emptying, saddle adjusting and circular 
trotting. Then again, he’s reinvented him- 
self before. 

At the edge of the yard that overlooks 
the highway that runs along the coast, he 
finally hints at what the new house means 
to him, not as an impressive piece of real 
estate but as a marker of how his life has 
changed in ways that I have to imagine 
must sometimes strike him as majesti- 
cally inexplicable. “That's where it really 
went south,” he says, gazing at a stretch 
of road below us. “I used to drive by that 
place with a sense of distasteful, sour re- 
morse. That’s where I threw it all away be- 
cause I was sick. And now I think, ‘Oh, my 
God, me and the missus will be here until 
the grandkids attend our funerals. We'll 
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probably going to get arrested within 16 
hours of face-fucking her? I'd met her the 
night before for dinner at a restaurant, 
she started choking on a fish bone, I had 
to fucking Heimlich her. I remember it as 
a glorious night, she said a music produc- 
er was spying on her - and I didn't care - 
she got mad that I was getting high, she 
was boundary-ridden. 

“Tt’s about noon. I’m feeling ready to go 
back home to Malibu. I had to be care- 
ful with the car, there’s a firearm in it. I’m 
wrecked, I drive her back into town, she 
gets mad because I’m still doing what I 
always do. I leave her home, I guess still 
being spied on by the music producer. 
I feel fine. I get back in my car with the 
firearm. I just have to get home safe, and 
right when I get to that place back there, 
I gun it. 

“I see this cop whod pulled me over and 
given me a field sobriety test at least twice 
in the previous few months. He turns on 
his lights, pulls me over, and it was many 
felonies. Of course I was bailed out by 
my dealer’s boyfriend, who brought the 
$10,000 in small bills, tens and twenties, 
and I remember when I got back home, 
this guy who owned a retail store - his old 
partner, Gary, was the greatest-looking, 


there lam, in my own kitchen, cooking up 
some rock — no Vicodin, no Valium, noth- 
ing to take the edge off, barely a trace of 
fucking Absolut Citron left in the fridge, 
and I just go, “This is as good as it gets right 
now. I just go ‘Bam/!, triumph of the spir- 
it. And the next thing that happens, I’m in 
custody within two weeks for even strang- 
er reasons, and the phone rings and it’s 
the phenom’s son and he goes, ‘Hey, dude, 
do you have any more of that opium?’ I, of 
course, told him it was opium. Never call 
it heroin, it’s very taboo. But this stuff, this 
Mexican sludge, just grabbed you by the 
fucking heartstrings and tore me apart. 
All those years of snorting coke, and then 
I accidentally get involved in heroin after 
smoking crack for the first time. It finally 
tied my shoelaces together. Smoking dope 
and smoking coke, you are rendered de- 
fenseless. The only way out of that hope- 
less state is intervention.” 

Day Two, the Pacific Coast Highway in 
Malibu. That’s how it ended. With Downey 
telling the truth - the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth, compelled by no au- 
thority or oath but only by his own fren- 
zied, wild appetite to go on enduring and 
evolving - about what happened before it 
(all of it) could finally begin. @ 
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ALM SPRINGS AT EASTER, 
when the desert oasis plays host 
to the LPGA Tour's Dinah Shore 
tournament, has long been a 
major event on the lesbian cal- 
endar. On Good Friday, hun- 
dreds of nearly naked, drunk 
and dancing women flaunt their 
gay pride at asun-baked Hilton 
Hotel pool, like a Howard Stern fantasy 
come to life. Ke$ha, the 23-year-old pop 
starlet who skyrocketed to stardom with 
her global Number One single, “TiK ToK,” 
and will headline a massive White Party at 
the nearby convention center, coolly sur- 
veys the scene. “I've kissed girls before,” she 
says. “But my preference is a wiener.” 





Contributing editor AUSTIN SCAGGS 
interviewed Madonna for RS 1090. 
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That ability to come up with a provoc- 
ative line has served Ke$ha well recently. 
In January, her album, Animal, debuted 
at Number One, following two Top 10 sin- 
gles, including her guest spot on Flo Rida's 
smash “Right Round.” This spring, Ke¢ha 
made it to SNL, performed her second sin- 
gle, “Blah Blah Blah,” on American Idol - 
and she’s hitting the road this summer with 
Lilith Fair. “Her talent as a writer is kind of 
odd,” says her producer, pop hitmaker Dr. 
Luke. “She has fundamental talents, writ- 
ing melodies and lyrics, but I’m amazed 
how much stuff she says ends up embed- 
ded in peoples’ lives.” 

Depending on your brain chemistry, 
Animal’s electro beats, rave-y synths, 
vocoders and deadpan rapping hit you 
as propulsively catchy or repulsively mo- 
ronic. On “TiK Tok” she sing-raps about 


a. 


“feeling like P. Diddy” and brushing her 
teeth “with a bottle of Jack.” It’s of atheme 
with the rest of Animal, which documents 
a four-year period of highs and lows - 
Ke$ha describes it as a “lost weekend” 
- that began when the singer was sum- 
moned to L.A. from Nashville in 2006 
by Dr. Luke. The disc kicks off with the 
lyric “Maybe I need some rehab,” and 
by the end, she’s engaged in “dirty free- 
for-alls,” taking her clothes off at a tran- 
ny bar and calling out her ex for acting 
like a bitch. On one song, “Party at Rich 
Dude's House,” Ke$ha recounts true sto- 
ries of vomiting in Paris Hilton's closet, 
peeing in a bottle of Dom Perignon and 
extinguishing a cigar in a caviar tin. “I’ve 
had a few adult beverages in my life - I 
think the cat’s out of the bag on that one,” 
says Kesha, who likes her Maker's Mark 
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neat. “It’s very irreverent, unapologet- 
ic and honest. But it’s also very tongue- 
in-cheek.,” 

The afternoon before her Palm Springs 
show, Ke$ha heads to Indian Canyons, 
a stunning desert oasis of crystal-clear 
streams and palm trees. “I need to go ona 
walk every day, like a dog,” she says. KeSha 
is tall - nearly six feet - and a tad tomboy- 
ish, cute without makeup. She has a tattoo 
on her foot that reads YEAH! and recently, 
in Switzerland, got a diamond implanted 
in her front tooth. Her attire this afternoon 
is secondhand: cut-off black jeans, T-shirt 
featuring a photo of Dylan circa ‘66, her 
favorite black cowboy boots with gaping 
holes in their soles. Searching for a place 
to sit, she casually wades through astream. 
She burps, swears, talks about blow jobs, 
and, when she needs to take a leak, ducks 
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behind a tree. “I’m pretty sure in my past 
lite I was a dude, because I talk like a dude 
and act like a dude,” she says. “My mom al- 
ways taught me to be tough.” 

Sitting on a boulder by the side of a 
trail, she’s psyched when a snake slith- 
ers by, exclaiming, “Cute!” In March, on a 
promo trip to Australia, she cuddled with 
a spiny anteater and swam with sharks. 
Over Christmas break, on an off-the-grid 
trip to the jungles south of Tulum, Mexi- 
co, she snuck into Mayan ruins in the mid- 
dle of the night. “I like to go to the jungle 
at least once a year, get away from human 
beings and not use my people voice, just my 
animal voice,” she says. “I know it sounds 
crazy, but I like connecting with the Earth 
on areal level.” 

Kesha considers her mother, Pebe, her 
best friend — they talk on the phone several 
times a day. “She's the original badass,” says 
Ke$ha (born Kesha Rose Sebert). Her ear- 
liest childhood memories are of sitting sid- 
estage in an empty guitar case, watching 
Pebe, a promising Cyndi Lauper-style sing- 
er-songwriter, perform in clubs around Los 
Angeles. Pebe’s parenting style was uncon- 
ventional. “Wed go through a hole in the 
fence at Universal Studios,” Ke$ha recalls. 
“We'd sneak in and go diving in the foun- 
tain for quarters.” Shed also dumpster- 
dive in Beverly Hills with her mother and 
godparents (“Mindy and Steve, who has 
one eyeball”), who polished up their boun- 
ty and resold it. After their treasure hunts, 
theyd ride the glass elevators at the Bo- 
naventure hotel, with panoramic views of 
L.A. At a Target store, when Kesha fell in 
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love with a stuffed cat that was out of their 
price range, Pebe instructed, “If you want 
something in life, you have to take it!” 
Pebe’s song “Old Flames Can’t Hold a 
Candle to You” was a hit for Dolly Parton 
in 1980. A decade later, she relocated the 
clan - which also included Ke$ha’s half- 
brother, Lagan, who now writes about pol- 
itics for the Huffington Post Investigative 
Fund - to Nashville. Ke¢$ha grew up listen- 
ing to Johnny Cash, Merle Haggard and 
Nineties pop country like Shania Twain 
and LeAnn Rimes. She yodeled around 
the house and played trumpet and sax in 
her middle-school band. She sat in on her 
mother’s writing sessions and was soon 
penning autobiographical country music 
of her own. Her favorite album of all time 
is Dylan's Nashville Skyline. “1 can put that 
on no matter where I am in the world and 


instantly feel OK,” she says. “His music tells 
me to do what I do, to be myself and not pay 
attention to the other bullshit.” Generally, 
she respects artists who are down-to-earth 
and unpretentious. “Like Ringo,” she says. 
“I met him at the Grammys, and he con- 
gratulated me on my album! I threw up in 
my mouth a little bit. I said, ‘Congratula- 
tions on being a fuckin’ Beatle!” 


O THIS DAY, KE$HA DOES 
not know who her father is. 
“My mom was into astrology 
and wanted me to be a Pisces, 
and she went through the nec- 
essary ways of having a child,” 
she says. “And she didn’t want a 
man telling her what and what 
not to do. always kind of won- 
dered - my mom talked about guys named 
Pat the Rat, or this guy Bob, or John. She 
just wanted a baby. It’s an interesting topic 
of conversation to other people more so 
than it is to myself. I don’t obsess about it. 
Maybe I’m in denial. Maybe I need a thera- 
pist. But I had a very complete childhood. I 
don't feel like I missed out on anything.” 
Months shy from graduating with hon- 
ors, she quit Brentwood High School in 
Nashville and moved to L.A. after Dr. Luke 
heard a rough demo shed cut. “It was most- 
ly acoustic-guitar-driven country stuff, 
but from her singing voice alone, I want- 
ed to work with her,” he says. “Her voice 
popped out, and then she started rapping 
about being a white girl from Tennessee. 
Her personality was already there. And 
she was pretty.” 
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When she moved to L.A., she lived for 
a while with a man her mother had dated 
around the time of her birth. “About when I 
got the call from Dr. Luke, I got a call from 
this guy saying, ‘Hey, I think I’m your birth 
father. I said, ‘Mom, is this legit?’ and she 
said, “Maybe.” By the time they got to his 
house, it was obvious to her that they were 
not related. “You know how I knew?” she 
asks. “You know those video-game chairs 
like the guy has in 40 Year Old Virgin? He 
so had one of those. I was like, “There was 
no way that half of my DNA is made up 
of a guy who has a video-game chair and 
plays in it all the time.” She didn’t bother 
to get a DNA test. “IT operate on instinct,” 
she says. 

For a while, she lived in her late grand- 
pas Lincoln Continental, though she 
doesnt playitupforsym- [Cont. on 76] 
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, HEN EUGENE HUTZ —- THE FRONTMAN FOR 
\ \ pan-ethnic gypsy-punk band Gogol Bordello - first 
moved to New York in 1998, he settled in the East 
Village, one of the few places in the world where the Ukraini- 
an singer could find both grimy punk-rock clubs and a decent 
bowl of borscht. One of his regular haunts was the Russian & 
Turkish Baths, a no-frill schvitz where husky women still beat 
their clientele with oak leaves. Htitz, 37, would come here to 
detox after Gogol Bordello shows. “It’s where we used to have 
our after-after-afterparties,” he says. “I like the beat-up vibe - 
and it’s not a rip-off, like the rest of New York.” 

Hiitz lived in the Village for nearly a decade - it’s where he 
formed Gogol Bordello with a bunch of other expats in 1999. 
But now the singer's heart belongs to another place: Rio de 
Janeiro, where he moved in 2008, partly at the recommenda- 
tion of his buddy (and world-music star) Manu Chao. In Bra- 
zil, Hutz found the spontaneity that was missing from his life 
in New York. “Brazil is so liberating because all the windows 
are open and screaming with music,’ says a typically animated 
Hutz, who retains a thick Eastern European accent. “It’s a 
crazy country — you go to the favelas at two in the morning, 
and tons of people are outside, practicing their samba danc- 
ing.” Hiitz threw himself into Brazilian culture by staging what 
he calls “raids,” grabbing his battered acoustic guitar and play- 
ing at universities, in cafes and on the streets. “To the locals, 
I am the Russian guy who will show up and make your party 
zo askew,’ he says. 

The singer's adopted home figures largely on Gogol Bordello’s 
new album, the Rick Rubin-produced Trans-Continental Hus- 
tle, which adds samba-style grooves into the band’s usual Bal- 
kan-punk mishmash. Hitz is adapting to life in Rio smoothly - 
street kids have been giving him favela tours, he's hung out with 
Madonna at Carnival (she's a big Gogol fan), and he’s working 
on a Portuguese-language album (Hiitz already speaks English, 
Ukrainian, Russian and some Italian) with local musicians. 

Hutz calls himself a “wanderlust king” — he grew up in Kiev, 
then, following the Chernobyl nuclear disaster in 1986, made 
his way through Hungary, Austria and Italy, supporting himself 
partly by becoming a skilled shoplifter. So as he eventually tired 
of New York - “It’s all institutionalized nightlife, and there are 
too many cops, he says - Hutz knows he will one day move on 
from Rio. “In Brazil, every club is an after-hours club,” he says. 
“But who knows? Maybe I'll write the next album in Turkey.” 

CHRISTIAN HOARD 
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Colton Harris-Moore was a troubled teen 
on the run from the law. He had never set 
foot in a plane. But when he stole his first 
Cessna, he became an outlaw legend 


BY JASON KERSTEN 
ILLUSTRATION BY TOMER HANUKA 


E HAD TALKED ABOUT IT PLENTY, 
dreamed about it even more and, during the 
endless days he spent holed up alone in the 
empty vacation homes of the strangers he 
robbed, he had learned everything he could about flying 
planes. He had studied flight manuals, taken online quiz- 
zes about flight procedures under false names, and logged 
hours on simulator programs he found on the Internet. 
He had even created a MySpace page listing his profes- 
sion as pilot, but the lie was toneless and unsatisfying, a 
place marker for an act unfulfilled. 

The reality of his life was far more grim. He grew up 
without a father. His mother drank too much. At 17, he 
was a fugitive from the boys’ home he had run away 
from a few months earlier, wanted in a string of more 
than 100 burglaries and other felonies. Now, it seemed, 
there was literally nowhere to go but up. He was finally 
going to show them who he really was, all the classmates 
and cops who had treated him like shit, told him hewas 
worthless. I’m going to steal an airplane, hédecided. No 
more waiting. pte 

He knew gust the place: Orcas IslandAirport, a & —— 
lonely landing\strip on the Puget Sound some 80 ; 
miles from Seattle: surrounded by the towering green 
woods of the Pacific Northwest, no security, quiet as a 
graveyard at night. The aircraft, most of them single-en- 
gine prop planes used as island hoppers, were lined up 
on the tarmac like a row of shiny, expensive toys. That’s 
where police suspect that Colton Harris-Moore was 
camped out on November 11th, 2008, hiding among the 
trees, watching and waiting for the right plane. 

Toward late afternoon, a Cessna 182 buzzed in from 
the south. As a kid, Colton had a poster of a small plane’s 
instrument panel on the wall of his room, and hed spent 
hours staring up at the constellation of gauges and 
switches, marveling at their intricacy and the almost 
limitless possibilities of purpose and control. Now, as 
watched the pilot land and taxi to a hangar on the air- 
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pit, to see himself guiding it down the run- | 


way, then climbing up and out of a life that 
had been claustrophobic with disappoint- 
ment, poverty and uncertainty. He had 
never set foot in a plane before. He didn't 
mean to turn himself into a folk hero, a 
winged outlaw with thousands of fans who 
cheered his every move. But he was about 
to become the most legendary airplane 
thief in the history of aviation. 


! HE SHORTEST DIS- 
4 tance to Far Away,” pro- 
claims the official slogan 

4h of Camano and Whidbey 
islands, which nest to- 


gether like a pair of crescents at the north 
end of Puget Sound. Camano’s south end 
features some of the most coveted get- 
away real estate in the Pacific Northwest. 
For well-heeled Seattleites, it’s like the 
Hamptons for New Yorkers or Cape Cod 
for Bostonians. Million-dollar beachfront 
homes abound, and each summer the local 


JASON KERSTEN wrote about the 
worlds greatest counterfeiter in RS 979. 
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population of 18,000 swells by nearly half, 
as doctors and dot-com executives from 
Seattle come to sit on the decks of their 
cabins at sunset and watch bald eagles 
wheel and dive into the waters of Tulalip 
Bay and Possession Sound. 

Colton Harris-Moore - or Colt, as ev- 
eryone called him - grew up only six miles 
from the southern tip of the island, but it 
might as well have been another planet. 
He was raised in a decaying mobile home 
on a five-acre patch in Camano’s rural cen- 
tral woods. His father, Gordon “Gordy” 
Moore, was a journeyman concrete fin- 
isher; his mother, Pam, was a once-di- 
vorced city girl from the Seattle suburb of 
Lynnwood. She had bought the land with 
money she'd saved from working as an ac- 
countant for the National Park Service. 
Their dream was to build a house on the 
property, but Gordy kept getting in trouble 
with the law, busted more than two dozen 
times for drunk driving and other offens- 
es. He abandoned the family before Col- 
ton was two, leaving his son with a single, 
mostly unemployed mom in her early 40s 
who drank too much herself. 


On the Run 


A teenage outlaw, 
Colton Harris- 
Moore embarked 
on a crime wave on 
Camano Island, near 
Seattle. (1) A self- 
ele) mae-limdir-tm@ ele) ita 
recovered froma 
stolen Mercedes led 
them to suspect 
that Colton was 
living in the woods 
like a “feral child.” 
(2) After Colton was 
accused of stealing 
planes, fans began 
selling merchandise 
emblazoned with 
his image. (3) Police 
say Colton crashed 
the third plane he 
stole ina clear-cut 
field at a suicidal 
130 mph, then 
fatielel-teme)imal(-] me dat 
interior to eliminate 
his prints. 


In spite of the conditions, little Colt was 
a happy kid. He put on so much weight that 
Pam nicknamed him Tubby - almost as if 
his body knew he‘d one day explode into a 
six-foot-five, 200-pound teenager. When 
he was four, Pam met and married Bill 
Kohler, a gentle, heavyset man who had 
once served in the Army and worked as a 
milker at a nearby dairy. The family kept 
chickens out back, and when Colt and Bill 
walked out to feed them, Bill would pre- 
tend he was a chicken, jerking his head 
and strutting. Colt adored him, but Bill 
turned out to be almost as unreliable as 
his father had been - an on-and-off junkie 
whom Pam threw out of the house when 
he was using. 

Most of the time it was just Colt and his 
mom. He collected James Bond movies, 
watching them over and over. He loved 
animals, taking care of a blind duck that 
wandered onto the property, and play- 
ing with his dog, a Great Pyrenees named 
Cody. But he devoted most of his time to 
exploring an obsession hed had since he 
was a toddler: airplanes. A love of planes 
is not unusual among boys, but where most 
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move on to sports and girls, Colt got only 
more and more entranced with the intrica- 
cies of aviation, filling the pages of sketch 
pads with meticulously drawn aircraft. In 
the margins he listed detailed technical 
specifications that would have impressed a 
flight engineer: “Dassault Falcon 2000EX 
- France, Max speed - 6038mph, Range - 
3,800 nm, Power Plant - two garrett ATF 
4-7A-4C turbofans.” At the top of each 
image he included a pedigree: “my own 
freehand.” When aplane passed overhead, 
he could look up and tell you what compa- 
ny made it, the type of engine, how many 
passengers it held. “He was looking up at a 
plane every time I went outside,” Pam re- 
calls. “I got tired of looking at planes.” 

Before the crime spree that made him a 
legend, Colt had never actually been in a 
plane. But right across the water was Whid- 
bey Island, home toa naval air station, and 
A-6E Intruders and EA-6B Prowlers tore 
through the skies above him on a regular 
basis. The Blue Angels were a top attrac- 
tion at the base's annual air show, and just 
15 miles east was the main Boeing plant in 
Everett, the largest airplane factory in the 
world. “He had this book of all the Boeing 
airplanes that they had made, and he al- 
ways told me he wanted to become a pilot,” 
says Jessica Wesson, a childhood friend of 
Colt’s since the second grade. “He even told 
me that his dad was a pilot. I'm pretty sure 
he was lying about that, though.” 

Colt was determined to become a pilot 
himself, but social gravity seemed to have 
other plans for him. On his eighth birthday, 
his mother bought him a $300 bike. A 
sheriff's deputy, unable to believe that a 
poor kid who lived in a mobile home could 
have such an expensive toy, accused him of 
stealing it and escorted him home in the 
back of his cruiser, embarrassing Colt in 
front of his mother. When Colt was eight 
or nine, his dog was run over and killed by 
the wife of alocal cop. The worst blow came 
a year later, when his stepfather, Bill, was 
found dead in an Oklahoma motel room 
of a likely drug overdose. In a rage, Pam 
smashed every piece of glass in the house. 
“IT went insane,” she recalls. She hit the bot- 
tle hard after that, sometimes sinking into 
two-week binges in which she failed to 
stock the house with enough food. 

Colt became depressed, unable to fall 
asleep until three in the morning, then 
waking up the next day feeling groggy and 
irritable. “I am not happy,” he confided to 
a social worker at the time. “I could stay in 
bed all day. I need help. I am tired of this 
stuff.” He felt trapped in his own home, at 
the mercy of his mother’s addiction. He 
wanted her to quit drinking and go back to 
work, to provide him with what other kids 
had: cellphones, nice shoes, stability. He 
fought to project normality by keeping his 
hair short and his clothes clean, but he had 
trouble relating to other kids at school, eat- 
ing by himself and rarely talking. When he 
did speak up, his mouth got him in trouble: 


May 13, 2010 


In the sixth grade, he picked a fight with 
two kids who beat him up, and he teased 
another student so mercilessly that the kid 
began to choke him. “The older we got, the 
better Colton got at getting into trouble 
and getting out of it,” recalls Wesson. “He 
was very sly and a good liar. I remember 
when he would get in trouble he always had 
this smirk on his face that said, “You have 
no idea who youre dealing with.” 

One day when he was 12, Colt saw a 
cellphone sitting in an empty delivery 
truck in the nearby town of Stanwood. He 
had always wanted a phone, so he took it. 
After he made a few calls with it, the cops 
quickly tracked him down. More theft 
cases followed, mostly kid stuff, but it was 
enough to draw the attention of the au- 
thorities, who routed him into the system. 
A psychiatrist Pam consulted put Colt on 
Strattera, a failed antidepressant that was 
repackaged as a medication for kids with 
attention-deficit disorder. He began sleep- 
ing better, but Pam, claiming the drug 
made him depressed and moody, never re- 
newed the prescription. 

The two of them fought constantly. “He 
was like the Tasmanian Devil,’ Pam says. 
Social workers who visited the home re- 
ported that Colt experienced “constant 
meltdowns pretty much every day.” Once, 
when he was 12, his mother pressed assault 
charges against him. During one epic bat- 
tle, Colt later recounted, Pam screamed, 
“I wish you would die!” Although she de- 
nies she has a drinking problem, a report 
by mental-health experts put the blame 
squarely on her: “This conflict seems large- 
ly due to mom's drinking of alcohol.” Social 
workers recommended that Pam put Colt 
in counseling and seek treatment for her 
alcoholism, but she refused both. In a case 
file that petered out with no resolution, a 
social worker would write, “Parent states 
her drinking helps her deal with Colton 
and helps her stand up to him.” 

Colt tried to encourage her. He pre- 
sented her with an AA handbook, but 


COLTON AND 
HIS MOTHER 
BATTLED 
CONSTANTLY. 
DURING ONE 
EXPLOSIVE 
KIGHT SHE 
SCREAMED, 

“I WISH YOU 
WOULD DIE” 





she burned it. Seething at the destruction 
that drugs and alcohol had wrought on his 
family, he resolved he would never do ei- 
ther. It would become his single greatest 
point of pride, a way to set himself apart 
from the adults who had failed him. 

Stealing was another matter. He fell into 
a routine of petty theft -— the cash box from 
the local public library, sodas from the 
teachers lounge at school, even two small 
boats. All he needed to take his criminal 
record to the next level was a mentor, who 
came along soon enough. 


HEN HE WAS 14, 
Colt made friends 
with a boy whose 
name sounded like 
something straight 
out of the annals of Wild West sidekicks: 
Harley Davidson Ironwing. Like Colt, 
Harley was fatherless. Hed lost his dad, 
an avid biker, to leukemia when Harley 
was four, leaving him with a mother he 
considered a junkie. The state placed him 
with a Native American foster family, and 
he adopted their last name. By the time 
he met Colt, at age 16, he was already 
supporting himself as a burglar, knocking 
over homes in and around Stanwood. 

Ablond, curly-haired kid with a hobbit’s 
build, Harley was a foot shorter than Col- 
ton, but the younger boy looked up to him. 
“Colt wanted to be like I am, have a reputa- 
tion where nobody messed with him,” says 
Ironwing, who just finished serving two 
years for burglary at Airway Heights Cor- 
rections Center, near Spokane. “He'd been 
bullied, and I don’t like bullies. I took him 
under my wing.” 

To Colt, Harley was living life on his 
own terms, free from parental supervi- 
sion, taking what he needed to get by with- 
out hurting anyone. “He knew I wouldn't 
zo into a house if somebody's home,” says 
Harley. “I’m not trying to get hit with kid- 
napping or anything like that.” Colt re- 
alized that the key to winning the older 
boys trust —- and the material trappings he 
wanted —- were right in his backyard: the 
vacation homes on Camano’s south end. So 
he hid in the woods, staked out a vacant 
spread, then called Harley for help. 

“You give me $300 upfront, and I keep 
whatever I find,” Harley told him - and 
that was how the longest-running bur- 
glary spree in the island's history began. 
Ironwing taught him how to slip through 
the forests between homes, pick locks and 
stay invisible to neighbors. Soon the two 
friends were pulling off jobs every few 
weeks, stealing jewelry, cellphones, iPods, 
credit cards, laptops, a telescope, TVs and 
food. Theyd often steal a car to ferry the 
goods, but after “borrowing” it, theyd fill 
it up with gas, drive it back to where they 
found it and wipe away the prints. 

Just being inside the houses was a rush 
for Colton. They were clean and well- 
stocked with all the semblances of the 
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normal, prosperous lite hed never had. It 
he was confident the owners were away, 
he'd kick off his shoes, pour himself a juice 
from the fridge and watch TV. Colton en- 
joyed it so much that soon he was logging 
on to peoples’ computers and going online 
to learn new skills as a criminal. He taught 
himself how to rig a stolen credit card to 
a homemade reader, pull its PIN number 
and draw cash off it from an ATM. Later 
he began using the cards to shop online 
for commercial credit-card readers and 
specially crafted “bump” keys, capable of 
opening common household locks. 

The computers and the Internet also 
allowed him to explore his deeper obses- 
sion. “He talked about stealing a plane,’ 
says Ironwing. An even better plan, the 
friends agreed, would be to steal a heli- 
copter, which they could use to rob a Cost- 
co. “Me and him talked about landing it on 
the roof,” says Ironwing. “There’s a lot of 
things you can get at Costco.” 

For all their big talk, the two friends 
seemed more like teenagers playing at 
being crooks. They rarely left messes at 
the houses they robbed, careful to clean up 
after themselves, and Colton didn’t even 
sell most of the goods he stole, hoarding 
them in a tent on his mother’s property. 
That proved to be a mistake. One day in 
September 2006, police arrived at Pam's 
house to serve a warrant for Colton, who 
had missed a court date on charges that he 
bought $3,700 worth of computer equip- 
ment with a stolen credit card. Discover- 
ing the cache of stolen goods, they linked 
Colton to the string of burglaries. 

Rather than get locked up for the credit- 
card charges, Colton decided to go on the 
lam. It was the beginning of his life as a fu- 
gitive: Aside from a stint in juvenile deten- 
tion, he would spend the next four years on 
the run. Some speculated that he was living 
in the woods like an old-time outlaw, but 
Ironwing scoffs at the idea. “He hada place 
to stay,” he says, but refuses to elaborate. 
What seems clear is that Colton support- 
ed himself by robbing homes and stores: 
Police suspect his haul may total as much 
as $1.5 million. Angered by the thefts, res- 
idents began to clamor for the cops to do 
something. “At one point I hated my house, 
which is really quite beautiful,” one of the 
victims wrote to a judge. Another claimed 
that her “ability to live comfortable and 
sate within my own house was shattered. I 
didn't get a good night's sleep for weeks.” 

Mark Brown, the sheriff of Island Coun- 
ty, printed up “Wanted” posters of Colton 
and Harley, and vowed to the media that 
he would capture them - an act he now 
says he almost regrets. “I did it to catch 
him,” Brown says. “But the thing I agonize 
about is that I brought him to the media's 
attention in the first place.” 

The chase was on. To Colton, the chal- 
lenge was personal, a continuation of the 
conflict with Camano cops that went all 
the way back to the bike incident when he 


60 | Rottine STONE | rollingstone.com 


was eight. Deputies further stoked his ire 
when they temporarily confiscated his new 
dog, a beagle mix named Melanie, that 
they found tied up next to his cache of sto- 
len goods. “Cops wanna play huh!?” Colton 
wrote in a note to his mom. “Well it’s no lil 
game.... It's war! & tell them that.” 

Deputies came close to arresting Colton 
twice, when they caught him in the midst 
ofa burglary, but both times he simply out- 
ran them, disappearing into the woods. 
Then, in February 2007, Sheriff Brown's 
campaign paid off when neighbors noticed 
alight on in asummer home and called the 
police. His men surrounded the residence 
and shouted out Colton’s name. Terri- 
fied, he phoned his mom. She drove to the 
house, stood outside and talked to him for 
close to an hour by cellphone, finally per- 
suading him to surrender. 

Colton, then 16, pleaded guilty to three 
counts of burglary and was shipped off to 
Green Hill School, a maximum-security 
facility for juvenile offenders. After a psy- 
chologist determined that he was at heart 
a good, intelligent kid who didn't do drugs, 
he was sent to Griffin Home, a minimum- 
security group residence in the Seattle sub- 
urb of Renton. With only about 30 resi- 
dents, the quiet, low-key setting made it 
feel more like a summer camp than a de- 
tention facility. He would be confined to 
Griffin for three to four years, depending 
on how quickly he straightened up his act. 

Colton found the home stultifying. The 
fluorescent lights burned his eyes, and the 
counselors forced him to take a class on 
drug and alcohol abuse, lumping him in 
with the dopers and tweakers. For him, 
it was the ultimate humiliation, and he 
began teasing other boys during therapy 
sessions, playing the clown. But his wiseass 
routine failed to win him friends, and he 
felt isolated, misunderstood. “I wish I was 
home,” he wrote on an elaborately designed 
card he sent to his mother, “but since I'm 
not, this is the best I can do. I hope you like 
it.” He drew a sylvan scene evoking the best 


COLT PULLED 
BACK ON THE 
YOKE, AND 
THE PLANE 
ROSE GENTLY 
OFF THE 
EARTH. AFTER 
17 YEARS OF 
DREAMING, HE 
WAS FLYING. 





of home: a butterfly, a chicken, flowers, fir 
trees and a flaming barbecue. 

Art was one of the only classes he en- 
joyed at Griffin. One collage he created, 
on the theme of what he wanted out of life, 
displays the crisp, orderly focus of some- 
one who knows exactly what he wants 
to accomplish. It consists of 106 images, 
most of which are text, in a precise and 
careful arrangement. The word “money” 
appears four times, along with “wealth” 
and “dollars” and a dozen designer labels, 
from DKNY to Hugo Boss. Most of the 
images are high-end gadgets - Rolex 
watches, cellphones, PDAs - but there is 
also a strawberry cheesecake, and tourism 
logos from Mexico and Argentina. At the 
top of the collage, dead center, is a passen- 
ger jet, framed by prophetic words: “May I 
have another’ and “Profession: Pilot.” 

But the life he wanted would never come 
to him as long as he was confined to Griffin 
Home. The place had no fence, and from 
his bunkhouse, the freeway leading back 
to Camano was only a thousand feet away. 
At 8:40 p.m. on April 29th, 2008, Colton 
waited until the first bed check of the eve- 
ning was complete, then slipped out of his 
bunk and into the night. 


HERE WAS NO TURNING 
back for Colton once he left 
Griffin Home. He had vio- 
lated the terms of his sen- 
tence, which would only 
add to the time he would be locked up. 
If they were going to catch him again, he 
decided, they would have to do it while 
he was pursuing his dream. He knew he 
wasn't going to win his wings by conven- 
tional routes: the military, college, flight 
school. Heid have to train himself, which 
would take time and resources. 

What he did after fleeing Griffin can't be 
confirmed, but police suspect he resorted 
to his old habits. Two weeks after escaping 
from the home, they say, Colton was back 
on Camano, hitting the weekend homes 
hard. He applied for credit cards with info 
stolen from burglary victims, and had one 
sent to him at a mailbox he installed by 
his mother’s property. (While he was at 
it, his mother insisted on cooking him a 
big breakfast - hash browns and eggs and 
sausage and bacon. Then he took off so she 
wouldn't get in trouble for harboring him.) 
He allegedly used the stolen cards to with- 
draw $300 in cash, and he went online and 
ordered card scanners and two iPods. He 
managed to stay off the police's radar for 
three months, until a deputy spotted him 
driving astolen Mercedes. When the depu- 
ty gave chase, Colton jumped trom the car 
and escaped into the woods. 

Colton was clearly enjoying himself: 
Police recovered a backpack from the Mer- 
cedes containing a digital camera with 
photos he had taken of himself. In one, 
he’s lying on his back among the trees and 
ferns, wearing a Mercedes polo shirt and 
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smirking as he listens to one of his stolen 
iPods. The photo would become the iconic 
image of Colton, emblematic of his outlaw 
mystique: a cocky, resourceful thief, com- 
fortable on the lam, doing his own thing. 
Based on the photo, it was easy to as- 
sume that Colton was a survivalist, living 
in the forests of the Pacific Northwest like 
a boy Rambo or a “feral child,” as one Ca- 
mano detective called him. To track him 
down, the police sent out dog teams and 
helicopters equipped with infrared radar, 
but they never found a trace. That’s be- 
cause Colton was most likely staying in va- 
cant homes or with friends: He wanted to 
fly, and he needed to be close to the Inter- 
net to prepare himself. He could download 
training programs like Microsoft Flight 
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Fight or Flight 


Colton grewupina 
broken home, where 
he fought with his 
mother and was 
picked on at school. 
From a young age he 
became obsessed 
with animals and 
flying. (1) With his 
dog, Melanie. “He 
confided in his 
animals, because 
they would listen to 
him,” says a friend. 
(2) An elaborate 
collage that Colton 
created illustrates 
the central goals of 
his life: big money, 
fancy gadgets and 
airplanes. Above the 
aircraft are the 
words “Profession: 
Pilot.” (3) A sketch 
he made of a plane, 
accompanied by 
precise technical 
specifications. Asa 
boy, he could cite 
details of any plane 
passing overhead. 
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Simulator or X-Plane, fire them up on a 
stolen laptop or desktop and practice for 


hours. Both programs offered dozens of 


planes to choose from, with realistic ter- 
rain and cockpit displays, weather settings 
and thousands of airports. By early No- 
vember, seven months after leaving Grif- 
fin Home, his secondhand knowledge had 
reached its limit. He needed to fly solo, and 
the only way to do it was to steal a plane. 
Airplane theft is a rare crime. In 2009, 
only seven airplanes were stolen in the 
United States; the suspects are almost in- 
variably members of drug cartels, who use 
the planes to transport their products. Al- 
most unheard of are thieves like Colton, 
who take to the sky with no practical ex- 
perience and no greater motivation than 
to simply be airborne. An article in a 1929 


edition of Popular Science tells the tale of 


a British mechanic who, responding to a 
dare, took off in a bomber. “He was gone 
tor four hours and Royal Air Force planes 


went out to look for him or the wreckage,” 
reads the account. “When he was sighted 
on his way back, they rushed fire appara- 
tus to the landing field, expecting him to 
crash. But he made a safe landing, even if it 
was obviously inexpert.” More recently, in 
March of last year, a Texan named Joshua 
Paul Calhoun commandeered a Bonanza 
836 from a municipal airport and crashed 
it in astand of trees five miles after taking 
off, walking away with only minor injuries. 
Later, in a jailhouse interview, Calhoun 
explained his motivation to a reporter in 
terms that Colton could relate to: a life- 
long fascination with flying. 

Once Colton reached the hangar at 
Orcas Island Airport on the night of No- 
vember 11th, his burglary experience came 
in handy. The door was locked, but he had 
no trouble forcing it open. There in front of 
him was the Cessna 182 that police say he 
had scoped out earlier that day. He rum- 
maged around the hangar until he found 
a key to the Cessna, then climbed into the 
cockpit. 

Colton browsed the manual, which 
owners are required to keep in the plane. 
Then, at first light, he switched both fuel 
tanks to the “on” position, pushed the mix- 
ture-control rod to “full-in” so that plenty 
of fuel would reach the engine, and flipped 
on the fuel pump to prime the aircraft. 
Moments later, after turning the key and 
pushing in the throttle, he found himself 
racing down the runway at 80 miles per 
hour, with nothing but the cold, unwel- 
coming waters of Puget Sound beyond. As 
the Cessna’s nose wheel tipped off the tar- 
mac, he pulled back on the yoke, and the 
plane popped gently off the earth. 

After nearly 18 years of dreaming, he 
was flying. 

Whether or not Colton had a destination 
in mind is known only to him, but his op- 
tions were surprisingly limited. Unless he 
wanted to draw attention by crossing into 
Canadian airspace, his best bet was to stay 
far enough east, which is precisely what he 
did. He banked southeast, toward the Cas- 
cades. Heavy rain was pounding the moun- 
tains that morning, but to avoid the weath- 
er all he had to do was climb to 10,000 feet. 
There, he could soar between blue sky and 
a cottony sea of white, with Mount Raini- 
er peaking through the clouds to his right 
like a sugar castle. Except for the occasion- 
al glint and contrail of an airliner, it was a 
world completely unmarred by humans, a 
bright, serene dreamscape that felt like it 
belonged entirely to him. 

“In soloing — as in other activities — it is 
far easier to start something than it is to 
finish it,” Amelia Earhart once said. She 
was referring to the art of safely landing 
an aircraft, a task that Colton faced three 
and a half hours after takeoff. He couldn't 
put down in a small airport without draw- 
ing the attention of authorities, so his only 
choice was an open, level field. He found 
one just on the east side of the Cascades, 
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on the high plains of the Yakama Indian | 


Reservation. He circled around, lined up 
for an approach and reduced speed, en- 
tering into a controlled fall that he had to 
precisely time and align. Bearing in to the 
field at more than 80 miles per hour, he 
was attempting a feat that had gotten pi- 
lots with far more experience killed. 

Tribal police trom the Yakama Reser- 
vation found the Cessna later that day. Its 
landing gear and propeller were mangled, 
its undercarriage crumpled. Where Colton 
disappeared to was anyone's guess. He was 
miles from the nearest town and 250 miles 
from home. The only trace he left behind 
was dried vomit in the cockpit. Whether 
it was brought on by airsickness or fear, it 
was a small price to pay. Flying had been 
everything Colton had imagined it would 
be - and better. He wanted more. 


T WOULD TAKE ALMOST A YEAR 
for the authorities to accuse Colton 
of the Cessna theft. By then, he 
had already gained notoriety as 
the “Barefoot Burglar” - an alias 
bestowed on him after a security camera 
captured him stalking through a store he 
had allegedly robbed, sans shoes and socks. 
It was part of a frenetic string of suspected 
burglaries last summer, which not only 
included more homes but a boat, a bank, 
five stores, a rifle from a police cruiser, and 
another plane. According to the local sher- 
iff, Colton stole his second aircraft, a Cirrus 
SR22, from the airport in a sleepy town 
ealled Friday Harbor, on September 11th 
of last year. He flew it only about 10 miles, 
back to the airport on Orcas Island where 
he had stolen his first plane - but what’s 
remarkable is that he did it at night. 
Night flying requires far more focus 
than daylight flight. Unless there’s a good 
moon, physical reference comes down al- 





most exclusively to points of light. The FAA | 


requires pilots to be “instrument rated” to 
fly in low visibility, an entirely different li- 


cense that means you can go from takeoff | 


to landing based on the readings from your 
instrument panel alone. John F. Kenne- 
dy Jr., who was not instrument rated, died 


along with his wife and sister-in-law while | 


attempting to fly on a hazy night. Colton 
came close to nailing it on his first try. 


“He broke one of my $300 runway | 


lights,” Beatrice von Tobel, the airport 
manager at Orcas, says with a laugh. “But 
the plane was actually still flyable.” 

The next night, a deputy spotted the 
fugitive in the town of Eastsound and gave 
chase. Colton easily outran the cop, laugh- 
ing as he disappeared into the woods. The 
deputy said that Colton had “vaporized.” 

He was on a tear, suspected of linking 
together crimes so quickly and unexpect- 
edly that the police could do little more 
than tabulate the toll. After outrunning 
the deputy, he worked his way to a near- 
by marina, where he stole a small yacht 
and navigated 15 miles north to the town 
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of Point Roberts, right on the Canadian 
border. Based on subsequent burglaries 
there, the Royal Canadian Mounted Po- 
lice believe that Colton crossed into Can- 
ada, then made his way to the British Co- 
lumbia town of Creston, where he broke 
into two airplane hangars at the local air- 
strip. Unable to find a plane to his liking, 
he seems to have crossed back into the U.S. 
on foot, stolen a car, and driven it straight 
to another small airport in Bonners Ferry, 
Idaho. There, on September 29th, he is 
suspected of stealing the plane that would 
make him famous. 

This time he took a Cessna 182 belong- 
ing to a local cattle rancher who used it to 
fly to auctions. “He broke open the passen- 
ger door with a crowbar or a screwdriver 
and got in the plane,” says the rancher, Pat 
Gardiner. “He must have spent time in 
there reading manuals, because they fig- 
ured he got in the night before, stayed in 
there and then opened up the door at first 
light, pulled the plane out.” 

Colton couldn't find any keys for the 
Cessna, but most single-engine planes are 
as simple to boost as a 1974 Pinto; he ap- 
parently started it up by jamming a screw- 
driver into the keyhole and twisting. An 
airport worker who saw the plane take off 
reported that its engine was “firewalled” - 
running at full bore - but even then Colton 
had trouble getting off the ground. Gardin- 
er's Cessna was equipped with a variable 
propeller, which is kind of like a gearshift 
for propellers. He was taking off in low and 
barely cleared the tops of the trees. 

After takeoff he turned southwest, fol- 
lowing the Kootenai Valley to Spokane, 
then on to Walla Walla, where he swung 
northwest and crossed central Washing- 
ton. He was heading home - but just after 
crossing the Cascades, his fuel reserves 
ran low. A few miles outside the town of 
Granite Falls, he dropped down beneath 
a thick cloud cover to search for a place to 
land. That's when he found himself in se- 
rious weather - and trouble. 


COLTON’S 
EXPLOITS 
MADE HIM 

A FOLK HERO: 
THE BOY WHO 
NO ONE HAD 
CARED ABOUT 
BEFORE NOW 
HAD FRIENDS 


| KVERY WHERE. 


Gardiner was stunned when he was 
briefed on an FAA reconstruction of the 
next few minutes, during which wind 
gusts in excess of 30 miles per hour tossed 
the small plane around like a toy. Col- 
ton nearly lost control of the aircraft. “He 
was going 90 degrees up and every which 
way, Gardiner says. As he finally leveled 
off, Colton spotted a timber clear-cut and 
bore down for a landing. Eager to get out 
of the rough weather, he approached the 
stump-strewn clearing at a suicidal 110 
knots - a good 40 miles per hour faster 
than it’s safe to land. It was the equivalent 
of jumping a pickup off a hill at 130 miles 
per hour and trying to put it down safely 
in a field of fire hydrants. 

Upon contact with the ground, the 
plane immediately began careening 
into tree stumps, which ripped away its 
wheels and buckled the undercarriage. 
“When he hit the ground there were only 
90 feet of marks,” says Gardiner. “He had 
about a six- or seven-G stop.” In pilot 
parlance: He went trom almost 130 miles 
per hour to a dead standstill in less than 
three seconds. 

The air bags in Gardiner's plane de- 
ployed, probably saving Colton’s life. In- 
vestigators later determined that Colton 
was so scared the airplane would explode 
that he kicked open the passenger-side 
door and ran from the crash still wearing 
his headphones. When no flames erupted, 
he returned and diligently rubbed a quart 
of oil over the interior, successfully elimi- 
nating his fingerprints. 

A logger discovered Gardiner’s plane 
two days later; three days after that a fam- 
ily in Granite Falls reported a burglary, and 
the local police quickly mobilized a search 
team. As they scoured the woods behind 
the house, one deputy reportedly heard a 
gunshot. “It was close, and they felt threat- 
ened,” a police spokeswoman later report- 
ed - but deputies found neither Colton nor 
proof that he had fired a weapon. 

Harley Ironwing, who had turned him- 
self in not long after Colton, saw the story 
on TV in prison and instantly recognized 
his friend. “I said, “That’s my little part- 
ner,” he says. “I was actually expecting 
him to steal a helicopter.” He has a firm 
opinion when it comes to the gunshot. 
“IT know there's no way Colton fired that 
shot. Colt may be big, but he wouldn't hurt 
a fly. Everybody knows the hills around 
Granite Falls are filled with tweakers. It 
was probably somebody worried about 
their meth lab.” 


T WAS THE IDAHO PLANE THEFT, 
and a 26-year-old writer from 
Seattle named Zack Sestak, that 
turned Colton into a modern-day 
legend. Sestak had read about 
Colton back in September and decided 
to start a fan page on Facebook. “I read 
the article and thought, “Wow, this kid 
is nuts,” he says. “I started it kind of as 
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Life on the Lam 


(1) Colton was caught 
on camera robbinga 
store on Orcas Island 
last September. (2) At 
a court appearance in 
2007. (3) Harley 
Davidson Ironwing, 
Colton’s mentor and 
partner in crime. 





a joke. For the longest time there were 
like seven members.” After an Associated 
Press article about the Idaho plane theft 
mentioned the fan page, Sestak was sur- 
prised to find that it had gained more than 
1,000 members in less than a day. 

“Fly, Colton, Fly!” “Colton is a true 
hero” and “You're a modern day Jesse 
James” were among the messages his fans 
wrote. Girls wanted to date him. Doz- 
ens offered to hide him from the police. 
A Seattle entrepreneur hawked Colton 
T-shirts emblazoned with his face and 
a slogan cribbed from the title of Merle 
Haggard’s song: MOMMA TRIED. The boy 
whom hardly anyone had given a shit 
about when he needed help suddenly had 
friends everywhere. 

“You got people reading headlines about 
billion-dollar bailouts and executives get- 
ting million-dollar bonuses with taxpay- 
er dollars,” Sestak says. “People feel disil- 
lusioned, and they see Colton wearing the 
hat of somebody who's taking on the sys- 
tem by himself, and it looks like he’s win- 
ning. It captures the imagination.” 

Colt was baffled by the celebrity. He 
called his mom and read her the Facebook 
messages. They had some good laughs, es- 
pecially over newspaper articles that por- 
trayed him as a barefoot renegade living 
in the woods, stealing food for survival. 
“He doesn’t live in the woods and he never 
has,” Pam says. “He lives in a house, witha 
lady and a couple of guys. The woman is a 
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chef.” She claims not to know the woman's 
name, but adds that Colton earns his keep 
by doing some sort of “computer work.” The 
residence, she believes, is behind a gate and 
“heavily guarded.” Colton drives a brand- 
new car, she boasts, and even goes out in 
public, albeit disguised. There are also ru- 
mors that he now has a girlfriend. 

“The way I look at it is, he’s living his life 
his way, and to hell with everybody else,” 
she says. “I’m proud of that.” 

Since November, Pam has been under 
siege by reporters from as far away as 
Brazil. She insists on being paid for inter- 
views, and is perplexed when they explain 
that they are only allowed to pay for photo 
rights. The ceiling in her kitchen is collaps- 
ing in on her, drooping insulation. 

“I miss him,’ she says despondently. Col- 
ton rarely calls her anymore. These days her 
most regular visitors are cops. Once, after 
Colton’s dog, Melanie, flushed a cop out of 
the trees behind her house, an entire SWAT 
team emerged from the forest, looking for 
Colton. Pam sleeps with a shotgun and has 
posted a plywood sign out front reading 
NOTICE: IF YOU GO PAST THIS SIGN, YOU 
WILL BE SHOT. 

Hollywood also came calling, offering 
to buy the rights to Colton’s story when- 
ever he turns himself in or gets caught. 
Colton told his mother he wasn't inter- 
ested, and that if he did make any money 
off his story, hed give it all to an animal 
shelter. Pam says she tried to talk him 





into turning himself in, maybe use the 
movie money to hire a good lawyer, but 
he wasn't interested. He was nervous that 
he wouldn't get a fair trial, that cops were 
so angry over his success that they'd shoot 
him on sight. 

Mark Brown, the sheriff of Island Coun- 
ty, expresses disgust over Colton’s notori- 
ety. To Colton’s fans, Brown and the cops 
are country bumpkins who can’t catch a 
19-year-old kid operating on a criminal’s 
worst tactical ground: islands. Yet among 
all the summer homes, Colton has found a 
perfect niche, a hole too big for the cash- 
strapped sheriff's offices to fill. “You could 
step into one of these cabins and live for 
months,’ Brown says. “It’s seasonal — by 
the time anyone reports one of his burglar- 
ies, he’s usually been gone for days, some- 
times weeks.” It appears that until Colton 
makes a mistake or gets unlucky, he'll con- 
tinue to run the game. 

Colton, for his part, apparently has a 
long-term plan. “He wants to start his own 
private airline, avery private airline,’ Pam 
says with a straight face. It may sound 
completely insane - how could a teenage 
kid, whose face is plastered all over the 
Internet, believe he could make a living 
by piloting stolen planes? - but drug run- 
ners and smugglers have done it practical- 
ly since the invention of flight. An estimat- 
ed 27,000 small planes take to the air in 
America each day, and as long as Colton 
keeps a low profile and masters his land- 
ings, he could theoretically reuse a stolen 
plane indefinitely. Many small airports 
sport unattended fuel pumps that accept 
credit cards, which would enable Colton 
to fly almost anywhere in the country. “If 
he’s staying away from airports with com- 
mercial airliners, controllers really don't 
care what youre doing or who you are or 
where youre going, says Max Trescott, 
an award-winning FAA flight instructor. 
“It’s like the Wild West in that regard. A 
small airplane is like a car. Does anyone 
pay attention to you when you drive down 
the street?” For as little as $6 a day, Col- 
ton could park the plane at a small airport 
and no one would be the wiser. Although 
the FAA requires small airports to log the 
tail or “N” numbers of visiting planes, the 
numbers are never cross-checked. 

The last time Colton called his moth- 
er, he mentioned that he was deep into 
his latest self-learning project: master- 
ing a foreign language through Roset- 
ta Stone. Pam refuses to say whether he 
is studying Spanish in preparation for a 
run to the border. Smuggling drugs may 
seem like a stretch for a kid who detests 
them, but Colton is legally no longer a kid, 
and if there’s one thing as certain about 
adulthood as the law of lift behind an air- 
plane's wing, it’s that we learn to compro- 
mise our way to our dreams. Other than 
his dogs, flying has always been the only 
thing Colton can count on to make him 
forget his troubles. (Cont. on 73] 
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Revenge of the 
Springsteen 
nerds: Brooklyn 


bar band goes 
for broke 


The Hold Steady 


Heaven Is Whenever Vagrant 
BY JON DOLAN 


At a time when 
all the hipster 
bands are high- 
brow conceptu- 
alists, the Hold 
Steady are keeping alive the 
tradition of the schlubby genius. 
The Brooklyn quartet make 
something mythic from a sim- 
ple set of core values: sport 
drinking, mosh pits, power 
chords, sin, salvation, Spring- 
steen. They look like a bunch of 
bar backs fronted by an IT guy 
on a bender, and they don't of- 
ten stray beyond Seventies 
hard-rock guitar grind and 
beery Eighties college-rock ro- 
manticism. But only Bruce 
himself can compete with 
singer-guitarist Craig Finn’s 
stories of normal, messed-up 
boys and girls jonesing for 
cheap release out in that great 
American noplace where Thun- 
der Road runs into darkness on 
the edge of town. 

On Heaven Is Whenever, the 
Hold Steady don't just show us 
how much they love classic rock 
- they make some of their own. 
It’s their most polished record, 
nearly majestic at points, with- 
out scrimping on bloodshot 
angst or exuberance. 

“The Weekenders” opens 
with shimmering guitars that 
are almost U2-like, before ex- 
ploding into a big, drunken- 
sailors “whoa, whoa, whoa” 
chorus. It’s got all of Finn’s lyri- 
cal trademarks: a metal bar, a 
reservoir, a drug deal atan OTB 
and a soiree with a hostess who 
greets guests with lines like, 
“The theme of this party is the 
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industrial age, and you came © 
in dressed like a train wreck.” | 
But Finn’s hard-boiled roman- | 
ticism has gained nuance and | 
empathy; this isn’t just gnarly, | 
lowbrow noir, there's real dread — 
in his Bruce-indebted moan as | 
he watches the girl at the song’s | 
center get crushed by a good | 
time. “Hurricane J” is equally | 
pathos-ridden, a beleaguered | 
pop-punk banger where Finn | 
tells the titular trouble-girl | 
heroine, “I see the crowd you're | 
hanging with, and those kids | 
don’t seem positive,” knowing | 
his dad shtick won’t work. On | 
“Rock Problems,” guitarist Tad | 
Kubler overlays hot, slashing | 
riffs with pretty serrations be-_ 
fore lighting up a metal-messi- | 
ah solo that would’ve shut down | 


the Sunset Strip in 1986. 


Heaven is more musically | 
compact than the band’s last | 
album, 2008's Stay Positive: _ 


Keyboardist Franz Nicolay re- 


cently departed, taking with | 
him piano tinklings that ocea- | 
sionally made the Hold Steady | 
sound like the E Street Band | 
if they spent the Eighties gig- | 


ging at Cheers. Kubler fills 


all that space with anthemic | 
splashiness — Bic-lighter sway | 
on “Soft in the Center,” Pixies- | 
like inverted skank on “Barely | 


Breathing,” pile-driver noise 


that could fill a hockey rink on | 


“Our Whole Lives.” 


Going too far off-menu | 
doesnt work on the bluesy | 
“The Sweet Part of the City” | 
or the Bright Eyes folk rock of © 
“A Slight Discomfort.” But if | 
the Hold Steady aren't always | 
great musical explorers, they — 
explore why they lose with | 
grand, corny conviction. The | 
most uncharacteristically ex-_ 
pansive moment on the album | 
is “We Can Get Together,” a | 
fragile acoustic rocker with | 
soft keys and angelic backing | 
vocals. Finn throws his best | 
killer party, just him and an | 
old friend sitting in her bed- | 
room, listening to songs about | 
heaven, including one by Heavy- | 
enly - cute Nineties Brit punks » 
light-years from the tough-guy | 
squall the Hold Steady pay rent — 
with. “I only had one single,” | 
Finn sings. “It was asong about | 
a pure and simple love.” For the — 
Hold Steady, simplicity is all | 


the paradise you need. 


“We Can Get Together” 








Jack White's 
Freaky Blues 
Sideline 


Beefier than the White Stripes, busier than 
the Raconteurs, Dead Weather find groove 


The Dead Weather ** *'%2 


Sea of Cowards Third Man 


The second album by the Dead Weather, Jack 
White’s current singing-drummer gig and 
gothic-blues holiday, is a rock of action — noth- 
ing but action. There is barely room to breathe, 
much less sing along, in these vicious twists 
and blitzkrieg segues. “Blue Blood Blues” is a furious pileup 
of Jack Lawrence's grunting fuzz bass, Dean Fertita’s abra- 
sive skidding guitar and bizarre doo-wop vocal pepper, 
pushed around by White’s mule-kick outbursts at his kit. 
“I’m Mad” zigzags between fire-dance delirium and 
drunken-Godzilla stomp, with jolts of abused synthesizer 
and vocalist Alison Mosshart’s she-devil vengeance. Techni- 
cally, these 11 tracks are songs, with titles 


and hooks. The effect, though, is more like a 
a precisely arranged parade of spasms, pj, nc" “pja by 
blasted at you in a kind of aural IMAX. the prop” 


Last year’s Horehound had the same feral 
air. But the moving parts on Sea of Cowards - the distortion 
on Fertita’s guitar riffs in “Die by the Drop’; the clang of 
White's pie-plate-cymbal crashes in “Hustle and Cuss’; his 
and Mosshart’s incantatory bursts and lost-soul harmonies 
- come faster, meaner and fatter. There are more single- 
worthy tunes on White's records with the Raconteurs; in the 
White Stripes, he prefers his blues with limits. But with this 
band, White lets himself go over the top. Don't be too cool 
to go along. DAVID FRICKE 


BRING OUT THE | 
DEAD Lawrence, | 
White, Mosshartand | 
Fertita (from left). | 











The National 
KK KI, 


High Violet 44D 
Beautiful losers get even 


more beautiful on fifth album 


The National are 
rousing-rock sad 
sacks in a time- 
honored tradi- 
tion: Joy Divi- 
sion, the Cure, Nick Cave. With 
their fifth set, perhaps the 
sad-sackiest yet, they embody 
their own era. Singer Matt 
Berninger’s gorgeous baritone 
is still the band’s main selling 
point: Listen to the mopey 
sexiness of “Bloodbuzz Ohio” 
as he describes undressing “at 
the foot of your love.” Yet the 
tension comes mainly from 
composers Aaron and Bryce 
Dessner: The music is some of 
their lushest and darkest, es- 
pecially the ghostly, droning 
“Afraid of Everyone.” “All the 
very best of us/String ourselves 
up for love,” Berninger repeats 
near the set’s end, a lusty bar- 
room singalong for all us lone- 
ly people. Where do we all 


come from? WILL HERMES 


Key Tracks: “Bloodbuzz Ohio,” 
“Vanderlyle Crybaby Geeks” 


Court Yard 
Hounds *** 


Court Yard Hounds Columbia 


- Two Dixie Chicks break out 


sweet harmonies 


Court Yard 
Hounds are sis- 
ters Emily Robi- 
son and Martie 
Maguire - two- 
thirds of the Dixie Chicks, not 
a bad place to start for a coun- 


_ try duo. Toss in plentiful 
_ two-part harmonies, a few 


ringing love songs (“The 
Coast”), the odd woodsy Band- 


| like ballad (“See You in the 


Spring, with Jakob Dylan) 
and some gorgeous guitar- 
and-violin folk songs (“April's 
Love’), and it adds up to one of 
the year’s better country rec- 
ords. Natalie Maines’ feisti- 
ness is missed, but Robison, 


_ who wrote most of the songs, 


has a way with a hook - and 
those harmonies make even 
the weepiest weepers go down 
smooth. 


“See You in the Spring” 
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TOP SINGLES 





Tobacco, feat. 


Beck ***'%2 
“Fresh Hex” 
myspace.com/tobacco 


That freaky guy from 
Black Moth Super Rain- 
bow sets his synth-rock 
ray gun to stun and blasts 
out a monstrous groove, 
with Beck spitting verses 
like a Sesame Street ad 
for the letter C. There’s 
“concrete,” “corduroy,” a 
“coliseum” and a “canary 
ina coal mine.” But points 


off for “Kotex,” dude. w.n. 


Hot Chi P 
K* KI), 
“She Wolt” Leaked 


“There’s a she-wolf in the 
closet/Let it out so it can 
breathe”: Shakira’s mega- 
hit is perfect for these 
U.K. dandies, who let out 
their she-wolves as they 
turn it into an electro-pop 
banger. They also flip the 
“SOS” chant with a nod to 
the Police’s “Message ina 
Bottle,” just to remind you 
LCD Soundsystem aren't 
the only smarties on the 


dance floor. W.H. 


Elton John 


“KK 


“Never Too Old” 
YouTube 


John debuted this piano 
ballad from his upcoming 
album of duets with Leon 
Russell ona recent South 
African tour. It’s a rare 
thing in pop, a love song 
for people long in the 
tooth (“You're never too 
old to hold somebody”), 
but the classic Goodbye 
Yellow Brick Road-style 
melody will appeal to 
everybody. 


Scissor Sisters 
KKK, 

“Invisible Light” 
scissorsisters.com 

On this trance-y preview 
of the Scissor Sisters’ 
third album, singer Jake 
Shears drops his usual 
Freddie Mercury impres- 
sion in favor of a deep- 
throated New Wave-y 
vocal about “the doors of 
Babylon” and an “opiate 
utopia.” Welcome back to 
the future, Sisters! 


ERIKA BERLIN 
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Jagger and Keith 
Richards, 1971 


Unearthed and Rebuilt: 
A Lost ‘Exile’ Track 


The Rol ling Stones * * * * “plundered My Soul” iTunes 





The whole idea of an unreleased tune 
from the Exile on Main Street sessions 
is like hearing somebody dug up video 
footage of Jesus skateboarding. The 
Stones have always been circumspect 
to a fault when it comes to digging 
around in their vaults - even their 
Rarities 1971-2003 compilation offered 
barely a scrap that fans didn't already 
own, But “Plundered My Soul” is an 


outtake that chugs along in the torn- 
and-frayed R&B mode of “Tumbling 
Dice” or “Soul Survivor,” with heavily 
refurbished production and overdubs. 
Mick Jagger's vocal is brand-new, 

but that lyric is extremely 1972, as he 
moans, “I do miss your quick repartee,” 
over guitars you could catch dysentery 
from. In other words, this is the real 
deal. Hit the halfpipe, Jesus. 





ANDY GREENE 


intact song, a relatively together Exile ROB SHEFFIELD 


Mary J. Travels to Mordor 


Mary le Blige *& ¥&/ “stairway to Heaven” 
KKK 1/2 “Whole Lotta Love” All major services 


Mary J. Blige, the queen of hip-hop soul, taking 
on the Led Zep songbook? As Robert Plant 
might say, the forest will echo with drama! No- 
body else but Mary J. would have the cojones 
to cover the most sacrosanct of classic-rock 
epics, “Stairway to Heaven.” And she assem- 
bled quite the bizarro band for the job: Steve 
Val, Travis Barker, Orianthi and American Idol's 
Randy Jackson on bass. It can’t touch the origi- 
nal, but it gets points for all-out surrealism, 
especially when Blige starts belting about the 
piper leading us to reason. She’s on sturdier 
ground with “Whole Lotta Love,” vamping it up 
(“Waaay down insiilide! Hon-naaay!”) to a very 
1985 synth-rock beat. There’s definitely an 
element of crazy to both tracks - but if you're 
soing to try covering a Zeppelin song, crazy is 
the only way to go. Her next move? Here's hap- 
ing for “Bohemian Rhapsody.” R.S. 


Blige onstage 
in New York 





Faith No 
More 
Soundwave 
Festival, 

Sydney, Australia 
February 21st, 
2010 

Time can make even 
the edgiest music 
sound quaint - and 
yes, there’s a whiff of 
“| Love the Nineties” 
datedness inthe 
reunited FNM’s stiff- 
bottomed funk. But 
the majestic insanity 
of frontman Mike Pat- 
ton is as pleasingly 
unnerving as ever, 
whether he’s croon- 
ing Peaches and 
Herb’s “Reunited” 





Patton | 


on “Surprise! You're 
Dead!" As dudes on 
this clear audience 
tape keep saying, 
“Fuck, yeah.” 

BRIAN HIATT 





The Who 
Royal Albert Hall, 
London 

March 30th, 2010 
According to Pete 
Townshend, this Lon- 
don charity gig could 
be the Who's final 
show. If so, they're 
going out ona high 
with this complete 
performance of 
1973's Quadrophenia. 
They’ve never recov- 
ered from the loss 

of John Entwistle’s 
thunderous bass, and 
Roger Daltrey’s voice 
ain't what it used 

to be - but Eddie 
Vedder's intense 
version of “The Punk 
and the Godfather” 
shows their legacy is 
safe, and the finale of 
“Love, Reign O’er Me" 
still gives chills. a.e. 
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FILM FESTIVAL 


Fee SEL Tec CDA VOLE Tie 


A FILM BY TOM DICILLO 


YOURE STRANGE 


a Fim ABOUT THE DOORS 


NARRATED BY JOHNNY DEPP 


Soundtrack Includes Studio Recordings, 
Rare Live Performances, 

Interview Clips with 

All Four Band Members, 

and the Poetry of Jim Morrison 

as Read by Johnny Depp. 


WHENYOURES TRANGEMOVIE.COM 
THEDOORS.COM 
RHINO.COM 
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The Art and Artifacts of the 
Icons Who Defined a Generation 
The Doors, Janis Joplin, and Jimi Herrin 
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Thea GRAMMY Museum* at L.A. LIVE 
April 16, 2070 = Jonuery 31, 2011 
(dita auhject to change! 








B.o.B **',2 


B.o.B Presents: The 
Adventures of Bobby Ray 
Rebel Rock/Grand Hustle/Atlantic 
Hipster MC enlists all-star 
crew, gets sunk by bad lyrics 





Slash *** 

— Slash Dik Hayd 

_ Everyone’s favorite metal 

_ survivor Calls in some favors 


m AtlantaMCBob- | 
» by Ray's debut hy 
fF album can be © 
filed next to | 
those by Wale | 


and Kid Cudi: He’s a left-of- | 
center rap hero whose skills | 


lag somewhere several miles 
south of his hipster bona fides. 





It’s the anti-Chi- 

§ nese Democracy. 
eee), If Axl’s master- 
— work was a soli- 
| tary quest for 
perfection, Slash’s solo debut 
is a freewheeling group hug. 
The former Gn’ R guitarist 
doesn't sing, of course, but his 


- snake pit runneth over with 
- all-star cameos. Wolfmother's 


The guest list is formidably — 
| Zep on, Fergie plays Eighties 
Eminem, Rivers Cuomo, Par-— 
massages a ballad, Ozzy 
_ phones one in from the depths, 
(Check out Dr. Luke’s power- | 
pop-rap hybrid, “Magic.”) | 
B.o.B'’s got a Georgia drawl | 
and tasty flow, but his witless — 
boasts - “I sing just like Are- | 
tha/So respect me like I’m | 
Caesar”; “When I’m up on the © 
stage, they sangin’/But as soon © 
- but every solo Slash plays is 


diverse: Janelle Monae, T.I., 


amores Hayley Williams. The 
beats are quirky and peppy. 


as I step off, they hatin’” - 


leave you wondering what on | 
Earth the bloggers are fussing © 


about. 


Key Tracks: “Nothin’ on You,” 
“Magic” 


Jeff Beck *** 


Emotion & Commotion 
Ateo/Rhino 


Guitar swami does Screamin’ 
Jay Hawkins, Puccini 


Jeff Beck’s emo- 





tive electric gui- 
tar has always — | 
had a voicelike Fey 
quality. So it’s J 
fascinating to hear the ex-— 


JODY ROSEN | 


Andrew Stockdale gets his 


metal vixen, Adam Levine 


Lemmy barks some Seventies 
punk, Iggy slithers, Grohl 
crushes. Slash didn’t need to 
give two songs to his hammy 
touring vocalist Myles Ken- 
nedy, but the guy's Axl-scat is 
pretty tight. Sure, the songs 
are Velvet Revolver-minus, 


like a crotch-rocket ride to the 
corner of Fire Street and Hair 


Boulevard. JON DOLAN 


_ Key Tracks: “By the Sword,” 


“Promise” 


New 

- Pornographers 
KKK, 

- Together Matador 


_ Neko Case + bittersweet 
- tunes = best Pornos in years 


Yardbird bounce off singers | 
here. Beck brings out the nas- | 
ty in U.K. soul mama Joss | 
Stone, and he does an oper- | 
atic pas de deux with colora- — 
tura soprano Olivia Safe; ona — 
wordless “Corpus Christi _ 
Carol,” he conjures the swoops | 
of late singer Jeff Buckley, | 
who famously covered it. But — 
orchestral arrangements lard | 
things down, and the variety, © 
while admirable, makes for a _ 
scattered listen. Its best bits © 
recall the laser focus of his — 
1975 classic, Blow by Blow, — 
which is always worth re- | 


WARTELG 


WILL HERMES | 


Key Tracks: “I Put a Spell on You,” — 
| “My Shepherd,” “Moves” 


“Elegy for Dunkirk” 
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A.C. Newman 
m@ wanted his 
band’s fifth al- 
bum to “bridge 
the gap between 
Led Zeppelin and [Sixties 
psych-soul band] the Fifth Di- 
mension. Together doesn't 
quite pull that off, but it is the 
Canadian-American group's 
best since 2000’s Mass Ro- 
mantic, scoring nerdy AM 
gold with a mix of Anglophile 
harmonies, string parts and 
Hollies-ish melodies. The oth- 
er hero is Neko Case, who gives 
emotional punch to “Crash 
Years,’ where she trains her 
sirens voice on an elegantly 
bummed chorus. Like much 
ot Together, it’s ornate, idio- 
syncratic and bittersweet all 
at once. CHRISTIAN HOARD 


Key Tracks: “Crash Years,” 





VVB 
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rown 
2 Like the Light 
Capitol 

U.K. singer with a Tina 
Turner-ish howl turns out 
one of the most original 
retro-soul records in years: 
thumping garage rock, doo- 
wop chords and Spectorian 
girl-group stylings. Even the 
breakup songs sound like 
rave-ups. 


Merle Haggard 


5 
| | 


Wnat l AM Vanguard 
Country giant shakes his fist, 
tugs heartstrings and cracks 
on this collection of new 
honky-tonk classes. Dark 
highlight: “I've Seen It Go 
Away,” a raw-boned proph- 
ecy of national decay. 


aa 
| 


Iggy and the 
Stooges 
Edition Columbia/Legacy 
A punk-rock classic gets 
fiercer, as this reissue re- 
stores the wild 1972 mix by 
lgey Pop and David Bowie, 
adding a fun house of out- 
takes and footage as extras. 


Coheed and 


| r 
Cambria 
Year of the Black Rainbow 
Columbia 
ore D&D fantasia fro 
| rl , 4 rog 


“- Generation Y's 
version of Rush, 

G ™ |) these New York 
_ prog-rockers 
have used their 
yowling albums to chronicle 
the Amory Wars saga, an epic 
sci-fi fantasia involving a 
78-planet solar system called 
Heaven’s Fence and... . oh, 
never mind. Storywise, Al- 
bum Five is as labyrinthine as 
ever: A deluxe version comes 
with a 352-page novel co- 
written by frontman Claudio 
Sanchez. Musically, though, 
it’s the same old mix of im- 
pressive musicianship and 
arena-size agita. Coheed 
sometimes write a fetching 
tune — see the tender ballad 
“Far - but Rainbow feels both 
silly and retrograde. C.H. 


== 


Key Tracks: “Far,” “Guns of 
Summer,” “The Broken” 








Jakob Dylan 


Women and Country 


Columbia 


is his own 


On his last al- 
bum (and solo 
debut), the spare, 
folky Seeing 
Things, Jakob 
Dylan attracted a slew of 
comparisons to his father, 
Bob — but for once, they felt 
earned, and, ironically, Jakob 
finally sounded comfortable 
in his own skin. He takes it a 
step further here, with Neko 
Case and her bandmate Kelly 
Hogan providing gentle har- 
monies, and superproducer T 
Bone Burnett giving this roots 
folk a roomy sound. Dylan's 
gentle croon doesn't pull ev- 
ery tune off - particularly 
dark songs like the Tom 
Waits-y “Lend a Hand.” But 
the cheerful lullaby “Nothing 
but the Whole Wide World” 
suggests Dylan is at his best 
when he embraces his inner 
James Taylor. C.H. 


Key Track: “Nothing but the 
Whole Wide World” 


Flying Lotus 


Cosmogramma Warp 

builds android hip-hop 

ome) He's related to 
a." me JC yhn C ol trane, 
SF he’s tight with 
e> » =| Thom Yorke, so 
it’s fitting that 
L.A. hip-hop surrealist Steven 
Ellison is a restless experi- 
menter with an ear for forlorn 
beauty. The shape-shifting 
tracks on his third disc incor- 
porate braying dub-step beats, 
nature-film-soundtrack atmo- 
spherics, fern-bar R&B and 
tree jazz, often on top of each 
other. There's some info over- 
load, but Ellison is an ace with 
pacing, and a distracted soul- 
fulness guides the frantic lap- 
top science. When Yorke 
emerges to moan, “I need to 
know youre out there,” on“... 
And the World Laughs With 
You,” he offers what might be 
an epigram for the album. 5.o. 


Key Tracks: “Do the Astral Plane,” 
“Zodiac shit” 


THE NEW ROCK ALBUM 
FEATURING 


ae of Vd oe 9 O) fe 
“COMPANY” 
“THE WANTING OF YOU” 
& “INDIANA” 


“SHE SINGS AS 
GUT-WRENCHINGLY 
AS EVER.” 


a WWW.ISLANDRECORDS.COM , View 
Ist At WWW.MELISSAETHERIDGE.COM amaz On), . 
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AT&T offers a new way to connect wirelessly 
with the new Motorola BACKFLIP™ with 
MOTOBLUR™. Motorola's exclusive Android™ 
smartphone syncs Facebook™, Twitter™, text 
and more, all streaming on a single screen. 
Breaking news that's important to you. 


al 
Rethink Possible a att.com/backflip 


THE LAZARUS EFFECT 


(RED) THE LAZARUS EFFECT 












HIV/AIDS is a preventable and treatable disease 
yet it has killed more than 20 million people in 
Africa. THE LAZARUS EFFECT follows the story 
of four people who were at death's door and were | 
restored to life within 90 days thanks to access 
to treatment. 





A film by LANCE BANGS Executive Producer SPIKE JONZE 


Exclusively on HBO 
MONDAY, MAY 24 at 9:00pm ET/PT 


SPOIL MOM ROTTEN 


Tell us why your mom deserves to be 
pampered in 50 words or less and you 
could win her a new Fujifilm 270 digital 
Camera and a spa weekend for two to 
The Spa at Mandarin Oriental in Miami, 
Enter at UsMagazine.com/PamperMom 
FUJ;FILM 


ad.) Every Picture Matter 





Open to residents of the 50 United States and Washington DC who are 18 years of age or older as of 421/10. To enter, 
log ante Usmagazine.com/Famperviom and follow the registration and entering directions, or send a 3 x 5 postcard 
with your name, address, telephone number, age, and email address (if you have one) to “Pamper Your Mom’ cio Us 
Weekly Marketing, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, 2nd Floor, New York, N¥, 70704. No purchase necessary. Void where 
prohibited, Sweepstakes begins al 9:00am EST on 4/21/10 and ends al 11:59pm EST on 8/28/10. Certain restrictions 


| May apply. Complete Official Rules are available at Usmagazine.comPamperMom. 


ELIMINATE ONLINE EVILS WITH NORTON 2010 


| Internet Security 2010 





Every click matters. Tony Stark's identity is at 

risk, Yours could be next. Watch Iron Man take on 
cybervillains in the exclusive digital comic from 
Norton, then choose your own ending! Join the fight 
against cybercrime with lron Man and the advanced . 
protection of Norton Intemet Security 2010. 


vo 


Norton 


Power up at Norton.com/ironman2 | . 


Norton 
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Solomon Burke 
KK * 


Nothing’s Impossible 

EI Music 

Burke keeps his late-career 
revival rolling 





singer-song- 
writer-under- 


on a revival roll since 2002's 
Dont Give Up On Me. Noth- 
ing s Impossible marks his 
debut with late Memphis pro- 


Roky Erickson 
With Okkervil 
River ***'% 


True Love Cast Out All Evil 


' lnite- 


Philly-born R&B 


taker Solomon | 
Burke has been | 


ducer Willie Mitchell and the © 


latter’s final album - which 


would be just promo copy if | 
the result wasnt so worthy of © 


both men’s legacies. Mitchell's 


arrangements recall his best | 


work with Al Green, all glow- 
ing strings, supple horns and 
understated guitar licks. 
Burke, working a lower regis- 
ter than Green’s, pushes his 
voice, here getting his hot gos- 
pel on, there teasing the words 
“love,” “dream” and “screeeee- 
am into microdramas. It’s the 
beginning, and end, of a great 


partnership. WILL HERMES 


Key Tracks: “Dreams,” 
“It Must Be Love” 


Gogol Bordello 
KK KI, 


Trans-Continental Hustle 
American Recordings 
Raucous New York gypsy 
punks meet Rick Rubin 


After a decade- 
plus as bare- 
knuckle con- 
tenders for 
World’s Most 





Riotous Live Band, Gogol Bor- | 


dello step up their studio game 


with producer Rick Rubin, | 


who knows how to give pop 
shape to reactor-grade energy. 
Everyone is on point: Accor- 
dion and fiddle rock as hard as 


guitars and drums; rhythms © 


from Brazil (frontman Eugene 


Hiitz’s new home) blend with — 
breakneck Eastern European | 
dances and D.C.-style hard- | 


core. Rubin pushes Hiitz’s 
poignant broken English up 
front: “May the sound of our 
contaminated beat,” he sings, 
“sweep all the Nazi purists off 
their feet.” Word. 


Key Track: “We Comin’ Rougher 
(immigraniada)” 


W.H. | 
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Sixties acid rocker renews 
himself with indie dudes 

| Roky Erickson 
has been truly 
out of this world 
with Sixties Tex- 
an acid rockers 
the Thirteenth Floor Eleva- 
tors; he’s also seen hell up 
close over decades of mental 
illness only recently ended. 
But he sings with renewed 
strength and even sweetness 
in these new versions of songs 
from the Seventies height of 
his troubles. Producer Will 
Sheff and his band Okkervil 
River are an impressive young 
Elevators in “John Lawman” 
and the feedback tumult of 
“Goodbye Sweet Dreams.” The 
greater trip is how Erickson 
looks back through the wil- 
derness in “Forever” with se- 
renity and that shiver in his 


voice intact. DAVID FRICKE 


Key Tracks: “John Lawman,” 
“Goodbye Sweet Dreams” 
Cypress Hill 
KK, 

Rise Up Priority/EMI 
Stoner-rap kings still 

know how to smoke ’em 





ee WithitstwoTom 
Au : Morellorap-rock 
tracks and lefty- 

~~ punk cover art, 


the first Cypress 
Hill record in six years prom- 
ises radical reinvention. Sure, 
70 million bong hits have ren- 
dered B-Real and Sen Dog 
confused political theorists 
(complaining about taxes dur- 
ing a recession? What up, 
Glenn Beck?). But when they 
write what they know, they 
strike a nice balance between 
visions of bong-water Arma- 
geddon and Nineties light- 
‘em-up boom-bap. “Armada 
Latina” big-ups the Cuban 
Revolution over a salsa bounce 
and a sample of CSN’s “Suite: 
Judy Blue Eyes" like a big sun- 
ny grin scrawled on an old Che 


poster. JON DOLAN 


Key Tracks: “Armada Latina,” 
“Day Destroys the Night” 











COURTESY OF SHOUT! FACTORY AND NEW HORIZONS PICTURES 





Keane * ** 
N ight Train Cherrytree 


Angsty U.K. rockers unearth 
inner dance-poppers 


Keane collabo- 
rating with rap- 
pers? On their 
fourth album, the 
erstwhile Brit- 
pop whimperers join forces 
with K’Naan on “Stop for a 
Minute,” where the Canadian 
MC rhymes while Tom Chaplin 
belts out one of the band’s pat- 
ented big, cresting choruses. 
Even better - and weirder - is 
“Ishin Denshin,” a sprightly 
synth-propelled ditty with vo- 
cal help from Japanese baile- 
funk singer Tigarah. Else- 
where, there is brass-bolstered 
soul, electro-flavored dance 

pop and other un-Keane-like 
songs. The band can still de- 
liver the angsty goods (check 
out the gusty “My Shadow”), 
but Keane have proved them- 
selves masters of - gasp! - pop 
perkiness. JODY ROSEN 





Key Tracks: “Ishin Denshin,” 
“Clear Skies” 
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DVDS 


Rock ‘n’ Roll High School 
ve ke WOW® Shout! Factory 


Part camp, pure rock & roll, this 


the Ramones gets the upgrade it 
deserves with a new DVD trans- 
fer plus interviews with director 
Allan Arkush and legendary 
producer Roger Corman. The 
Ramones compensate for their 
bad acting with their greatest 
performances caught on film; the opening scene 
where the entire student body erupts into frantic 
dancing when “Sheena Is a Punk Rocker” hits 

the school PA is as inspired as the film’s literally 
explosive ending. 


You Really Got Me: The Story — 


of the Kinks KK MVD Visual 


There's some rare Kinks footage 
here - mid-Sixties black-and- 
white clips of Ray Davies classics 
like “Till the End of the Day” 
buoyed by snarling brother 
Dave's “I'm a Lover Not a Fight- 
er,” a garage-y jam on “Milk Cow 
Blues” and a performance of the 
countrified “Death of a Clown.” 
But this is more of an unauthorized clip job than a 
real film, with a lot of bad cuts and a narrator who 
sounds like he moonlights for the Home Shopping 
Network, MARK KEMP 


TL 


low-budget 1979 classic featuring | 


BARRY WALTERS 







BAD EDUCATION 
The Ramones in Rock 


‘n’ (Ray High School 


Fran k Zappa: The Freak-Out 
List cldeith MVD Visual 


Inside the cover of the Moth- 

ers of Invention’s 1966 debut, 
Freak Out!, Zappa listed 179 of 
his biggest influences. This doc 
delves into those artists - from 
Igor Stravinsky to R&B guys like 
Johnny “Guitar” Watson - for 
insights into Zappa's attempts to 
fuse high and low culture. Using 
avant-garde film footage, rare live clips anda 
laundry list of Zappa experts, List is a fascinating 
trip into the eclectic roots of one of rock’s most 
polarizing, pioneering figures, M.K. 





Life is calling. How far will you go? 





DONUT BREAK 
Downey takes arespite 
from saving the world. 
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Iron Man 2 


Robert Downey Jr., Mickey 
Rourke, Sam Rockwell 
Directed by Jon Favreau 
IT MUST BE A JUMBO-ASS 
pain cooking up a sequel to a 
movie everyone effing loved 
the first time. Jron Man wasn't 
just a big, ballsy, $318 million 
box-office jackpot in 2008. It 
reinvented Robert Downey Jr. 
as an action hero and a genuine 
movie star. Jron Man 2 - total 
blast that it is —- doesn't jazz us 
with the thrill of discovery. But 
we do have Downey, still exud- 
ing his irresistible loose-can- 
non vibe in a Hollywood prod- 
uct that'll whup every summer 
2010 epic that dares to take it 
on. Downey is actually better 
and bug-fuckier than ever, even 
when the movie buries him in 
unnecessary clutter. Too many 
stunts, too many subplots, too 
many villains jammed in from 
the Marvel Comics universe, 
too many romping, stomping, 
clanking iron armies. 

Screw it. Jron Man 2 knows 
how to jump the hurdles and 
have you smacking your lips 
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FEMME FATALE 
Sexy Scarlett 
Johansson as 
Black Widow 


for more. For that, all credit 
to Downey. As Tony Stark, the 
playboy weapons-manufac- 
turer-turned-pacifist-super- 
hero, Downey never tries to be 
likable, like Tobey Maguire as 
Spider-Man, or to throw a pity 
party for himself, like all the 
actors who climb into the Bat- 
man suit. Downey plays Stark 
like the horny, hard-drinking, 
self-destructive narcissist he 
is. Stark likes his life on the 
edge. He knows the shrapnel- 
wounded heart that fuels him 
is also killing him little by lit- 
tle. And he gets off on it. 


tk *& Classic | %&*&*'/ Excellent | %*% %* Good | *%* Fair | 


The secret of the Iron Man 
film franchise is that Stark is 


always more compelling out- 
side the suit than he is in it. 
Cover him up, and all you have 
is heavy metal. Downey knows 
this intuitively. Lucky for [ron 
Man 2, returning director Jon 
Favreau (Swingers, Elf) has 
the same up-for-anything spir- 
it as his star. Whenever the plot 
threatens to go convention- 
al and sugary, these bad boys 
turn on the sass. They're twist- 
ed siblings under the skin. 

As for the plot machinery, 
it’s just that. Hear it grind. Jron 


‘ Poor 


Man 2 catches up with Stark 
in midcrisis. The U.S. wants to 
turn his Iron Man armor into 
a weapon. So do Russia, Iran 
and North Korea. Tony won't 
let his invention fall into the 
wrong hands despite attacks 
from Senator Stern (Garry 
Shandling doing sleaze to per- 
fection) and Bill O'Reilly (the 
real one), who question his pa- 
triotism. Tony says no one is 
close to catching up with him. 

Ha! Enter Ivan Vanko, a.k.a. 
Whiplash, a Russian killing 
machine played by Mickey 
Rourke like his Wrestler char- 
acter after a massive case of 
tattoo poisoning. Rourke is a 
bloody wonder, spitting out his 
lines in an outrageous Rus- 
sian accent to rival John Mal- 
kovich in Rounders. To hear 
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The A-Team, Inception 
and other must-see block- 
busters - plus the ones 

to avoid like the plague, 
at ro/lingstone.com 


May 13, 2010 
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Vanko pine for his parrot (“Vere | 
eees my boird?”) is comic bliss. | 
Rourke, too good an actor to | 


slide by on silliness, invests 
Vanko with human dimen- 


sions. Hardened by his time | 
in prison, he blames Stark for | 
the death of his father and for | 


stealing his invention. 

In the movie's killer stunt se- 
quence, Vanko - decked out as 
Whiplash with two springload- 
ed electromagnetic whips ex- 
tending from his arms - con- 
fronts Stark at the Monaco 
Grand Prix. Stark is handed 


a briefcase by his Girl Friday, | 


Pepper Potts (Gwyneth Pal- 
trow, pretty but wasted), and it 
morphs into Iron Man armor. 
Very cool. But Whiplash is a 
formidable opponent. I won't 


spoil what happens, but pre- | 


pare to be knocked for a loop. 
Rourke is more than enough 


of an adversary for one movie. | 


He and Downey, playing fa- 


therless boys who cant grow | 


up, are a dynamite team. But 
Tron Man 2 isn’t content with 


one bad guy. There's also Jus- | 


tin Hammer (Sam Rockwell), 


the industrialist who wants | 


to steal Stark’s thunder by 


putting Vanko on his payroll. | 


Rockwell is a hoot, glorying in 
being slimy and soulless, like 
Stark before his conversion. 


So far, so serviceable. Then | 


it’s overload. A sleek Scarlett 
Johansson shows up as Natalie 
Rushman, a.k.a. Black Widow, 
working for Stark Industries 
but really engaged in espionage 
in the employ of $.H.LE.L.D., 


under the direction of Nick | 


Fury (Samuel L. Jackson). 
Who can Stark trust? His 
military friend Lt. Col. 
James “Rhodey” Rhodes 
(Terrence Howard in 
the first Jron Man, 
now replaced by Don 
Cheadle) is | 
constructing 
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his own War Machine, a robot 
outfitted with every weapon in 
the army’s arsenal. Whiplash, 
in league with Hammer, goes 
War Machine one better by 
building an entire droid army. 
Before you know it, the clank, 
clank, clank has robbed the 
film of intimacy in the name of 
spectacle, with AC/DC on the 
soundtrack shooting to thrill. 
For some, it will be a fair 
trade-off. It took four writers 
to construct the first Jron Man. 
Responsibility for the sequel 
fell to just one man, Justin 
Theroux, who co-wrote Trop- 
ic Thunder, the comedy that 
earned Downey (in blackface) 
an Oscar nomination. Theroux 
clearly knows Downey's ver- 
bal rhythms. He also knows 
that Stark is a man hurting in- 
side. That pain gives us a root- 
ing interest. Favreau supplies 
the go-go-go that makes the 
movie stratospherically enter- 
taining, even without 
3-D. But it’s the pro- 
miscuously talent- 
ed Downey who 
adds the grace 
notes that make 
Tron Man 2 some- 
thing to 
remember. 
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RUSSIAN VILLAIN. . 
Mickey Rourke has 
his own iron. 


‘7 





A Nightmare on 
Elm Street *'/ 


Jackie Earle Haley 
Directed by Samuel Bayer 
DO WE REALLY NEED A RE- 


make of Wes Craven’s 1984 | 


horror classic that spawned six 
sequels? Michael Bay, one of 


the producers and a genius at | 


crass, knew in his cynical soul 
that afew more bucks could be 
squeezed out of Freddy Krue- 


ger — the deadly dream-stalker | 


of the scissorhands, fedora, 
striped sweater and jones for 
preying on tender young flesh. 


The movie's one inspired idea — 
was casting Jackie Earle Haley | 


as the character created by 


Robert Englund. Haley, a child | 
when Paco (Jimmy Smits), a 
nominated comeback as a pe- © 
dophile in 2006's Little Chil- — 
dren, rips into the role with © 


actor who launched an Oscar- 


relish. It’s too bad the script 


turns him into a deadpan joke © 
machine. It took two or three © 


films for the first franchise to 
devolve into silliness. Craven's 
first film kept Freddy creep- 
ily in the shadows not crack- 
ing wise. Many remember the 
first Elm Street as the debut of 
Johnny Depp playing one of 
Freddys young victims. Kyle 
Gallner, Thomas Dekker and 
Rooney Mara better get bet- 
ter jobs on their résumés pron- 
to if they hope to register on a 
Depp level. All that’s required 
of them here is to look pretty 
while they're slaughtered. The 
new Elm Street marks the fea- 
ture-directing debut of music 
video whiz Samuel Bayer (Nir- 
vanas “Smells Like Teen Spir- 
it,” Green Day's “Boulevard of 
Broken Dreams’). But it’s the 


@® Bay touch you feel in the way 


actors register as body count, 


NIGHTMARE MAN 
Jackie Earle Haley 
has a go at Freddy 

Krueger. 


_ characters go undeveloped, 


and sensation trumps feeling. 


- Anightmare, indeed. 


Mother and 


Child *** 


Annette Bening, Naomi 
Watts, Kerry Washington 
Directed by Rodrigo Garcia 
DYNAMITE PERFORMANCES 
from Annette Bening and 
Naomi Watts ignite this strong 
drama from writer-director 
Rodrigo Garcia. Bening, at her 
blistering best, plays Karen, a 
physical therapist who was 14 
when she gave up her daughter 
for adoption. Thirty-five years 
later, Karen has still frozen 
herself off from feeling, even 


compassionate colleague, at- 
tempts to get close. Watts por- 
trays Elizabeth, the daugh- 
ter Karen has never met but 
who shares her mother’s bit- 
terness. Elizabeth is a hotshot 
lawyer, but it’s clear that she 
feels shortchanged by life. Con- 
trol is what she prizes above all 
things. When Elizabeth initi- 
ates an affair with Paul (a sub- 
tly nuanced portrait by Samuel 
L. Jackson), her widower boss, 
it’s on her terms. The sex scene 
between these two can fairly be 
called chillingly erotic. The plot 
escalates along with the film's 
emotive temperature when 
Elizabeth becomes pregnant. 
Garcia also introduces a third 
woman to the mix. She's Lucy 
(Kerry Washington), a child- 
less married woman who turns 
to the adoption market with a 
vengeance. It’s through the sto- 
ries of these three women that 
Garcia examines parenthood 
from oblique angles that bare- 
ly intersect but yield reservoirs 
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TWO-FISTED BABE 
Zoé Saldana takes on 


an army of losers. . 


t? 


a 


of feeling. Garcia, acclaimed 
for the features Things You Can 
Tell Just by Looking at Her and 
Nine Lives and his work on the 
HBO series Jn Treatment, takes 
the time to build character. In 
Mother and Child, he creates 
an emotional powerhouse. 


The Losers 

* > r1/5 

Zoé Saldana, Chris Evans, 
Jeffrey Dean Morgan and 
Jason Patric 

Directed by Sylvain White 

AS AN ACTION FIX TO HOLD 
you before the summer ex- 
plosions start, you could do 
worse than The Losers. It’s no 
more than an efficient time- 
killer. But say this for director 
Sylvain White's movie version 
of the DC/Vertigo comic- 
book series from writer Andy 
Diggle and the artist Jock - 
this baby knows how to laugh 
at itself. 

Jeffrey Dean Morgan, the 
immortal Dead Denny on 
Greys Anatomy, stars as Clay, 
the leader of an elite Special 
Forces unit on a mission in the 
Bolivian jungle. When Clay 
and his boys - Jensen (Chris 
Evans), Roque (Idris Elba), 
Pooch (Columbus Short) and 
Cougar (Oscar Jaenada) - are 
double-crossed by CLA agent 
Max (a sassy, sardonic Jason 
Patric), they hatch a revenge 
plot that nearly gets them all 
killed. Of course. Why do the 
damn thing otherwise? 

For spice, add Zoé Saldana 
(Avatar’s blue goddess) as a 
hottie operative with her own 
agenda, political and sexual. 
The wussy PG-13 rating ham- 
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pers the nutjob of a script by 
James Vanderbilt (Zodiac) and 


certified wildman Peter Berg | 
(Very Bad Things). Still, the | 


actors keep pushing. Evans, 
the Human Torch in Fantastic 


Four and next up as Captain | 
America, gets just the right | 
blend of humor and hardass | 


Please Giv 1 

ease Give ri/2 
Catherine Keener, Oliver Platt, Rebecca Hall 
Written and directed by Nicole Holofcener 


Bare breasts, young and old, pert and drooping, 
fill the screen at the start of Please Give, an 
unnervinegly hilarious and heartfelt comedy of 
bad manners from writer-director Nicole 
Holofcener. As you'd probably guess from that 
mammogram montage, the film takes you in 
directions you don’t see coming, which makes it 
rare and remarkable just for starters. Please 
Give stars Catherine Keener, as do all of 
Holofcener’s films so far (Walking and Talking, 
Lovely and Amazing, Friends With Money). The 


DIRTY HARRY 
Michael Caine 
shows no 
mercy to his 
enemies. 


into his role. Disguised as an 
IT guy, earbuds in and hum- 
ming Journey's “Dont Stop Be- 
hevin’,” he blows away an office 
full of baddies in a splashy bul- 
let ballet. Tasty. Evans is the 
driving spirit of a less-than- 
winning movie that timidly 
loses its nerve. 








Harry Brown: 
Michael Caine 


met.) L Rae. op-ed a 
Directed by Daniel Barbe! 


PICTURE THE OLD COOT 
Clint Eastwood played in Gran 
Torino as Harry Brown, a re- 
tired Brit widower (Michael 
Caine) who's mad as hell and 
not going to take it anymore. 
Caine is a marvel of an actor, 
a master of artful nuance. But 
in this movie he is at war with 
a script that reduces every- 
thing to its crudest elements. 
No sooner is Harry's best mate, 
Leonard (David Bradley), a fel- 
low veteran of the Royal Ma- 
rines, killed by a gang of hoods 
than quiet, dignified Harry 
is making like Charles Bron- 
son in Death Wish. The cops, 
led by Emily Mortimer and 
Charlie Creed-Miles, are no 
help. So Harry comes out fir- 
ing. His victims are all set up 
as drug-dealing, gang-raping, 
unwashed scum. London rap- 
per Ben Drew has a high old 
time playing the scummiest 
scum of them all. He’s hiss- 
able on sight. The better for 
us to snicker when Harry offs 
them. “You failed to maintain 
your weapon, son!” says this 
geriatric dirty Harry. In Gran 
Torino, Eastwood took on the 
moral issues that screenwriter 
Gary Young and first-time di- 
rector Daniel Barber studious- 
ly avoid. It’s the difference be- 
tween riveting and repellent. 


WHEELER DEALERS 
Catherine Keener 
and Oliver Platt | 


slorious Keener, incapable of a false move ora 
bullshit line reading, plays Kate, a New Yorker 
who runs a furniture store with her husband, 
Alex (a sublimely funny and touching Oliver 
Platt). “We buy from the children of dead 
people,” notes Alex dryly. Their business is 


thriving, which makes Kate feel guilty. She doles 


out money to the homeless in increasingly large 
bills. Guilt defines Kate’s feelings about her job, 
her insecure teen daughter (Sarah Steele), her 
roving husband and her neighbor Andra (the 
comically appalling Ann Guilbert), an old lady 
whose death will mean that Kate and Alex can 


annex her apartment and make theirs bigger. 
Andra’s unmarried granddaughters, shy Rebecca 
(the ever-amazing Rebecca Hall) and provocative 
Mary (a flinty Amanda Peet), know that is Kate’s 
master plan. A dinner party to melt the frost in 
honor of Andra’s birthday is an uproarious 
disaster. No fair saying more about a movie that 
transacts delicate business with such dazzling 
skill. The pitch-perfect performances help 
Holofcener stir up feelings that cut to the heart 
of what defines an ethical life. There’s no movie 
around right now with a subject more pertinent. 
It'll hit you hard. 
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AIRPLANE THIEF 


[Cont. from 63] “He never had the love 
he needed,’ says Harley Ironwing. “His 
mom never showed him the unconditional 
love most parents show. She looked at him 
as a mess-up or something. He confided 
in his animals, because they would listen 
to him. Dog may be man’s best friend, but 
that’s not the only thing that’s man’s best 
friend. A person always needs somebody 
they can talk to." 

The last time Pam saw her son, almost 
two years ago, he showed up at her house 
in the middle of the night and started ran- 
sacking his bedroom, looking for some- 
thing. “He never told me what,” she says. 
It was raining, and he was soaking wet. As 
he started to leave, she held his arm. “Wait 
a minute,’ she said. “Give me a hug and a 
kiss.” He left her standing in the doorway, 
her clothes damp from the embrace. 


heard a peep out of Colton in four 

months, and it looked as if he were 
folding up his wings, possibly even prepar- 
ing to turn himself in. “He's waiting until 
the media coverage dies down,” says Pam. 
“Then maybe he'll work out a deal.” Iron- 
wing echoes the same sentiment: “He's ina 
good place, he doesn’t need to steal. I think 
he'll wait until things settle down and turn 
himself in.” 


7 ¥ EARLY FEBRUARY, NO ONE HAD 


KESHA 


[Cont. from 53] pathy. “Tt was pretty ba- 
dass, actually,” she says. “Td park near the 
beach and wake up there.” Later, she lived 
in a squatter house near the base of Laurel 
Canyon. “It was right near where Jim Mor- 
rison lived, and we called it the Grand OL 
Opry,’ she says. “Wed just listen to coun- 
try music all day.” 

What had appeared to be a fast track to 
pop stardom with Dr. Luke turned into an 
epic struggle. Luke let her observe some 
Backstreet Boys recording sessions and 
had her sing background on Paris Hilton’s 
2006 album. But when he became too busy 
with other clients —- Katy Perry, Pink, Kelly 
Clarkson - Ke$ha was left broke and on her 
own. Adding the dollar sign to her name 
was a sarcastic joke. 

For the most part, her days were spent 
trying to get appointments with L.A. pro- 
ducers, but most of them hung up as soon 
as they learned she had no record deal. 
When her car broke down, she'd ride her 
bike to catch a train to Long Beach, where 
she found a sympathetic collaborator in 
David Gamson, formerly of Seritti Politti. 
“I knew she was a star,’ says Gamson, who 
worked with Ke$ha on the Animal track 
“Stephen.” “She'd show up every day mo- 
tivated and focused. I couldn't figure out 
why no one was signing her. To me, it was 
a no-brainer.” 
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It sounded like a good plan: Take the 
Hollywood money, and use whatever he 
didn't give to the animal shelters to hire a 
good lawyer. After doing his prison time, 
he could still obtain a pilot’s license be- 
cause FAA regulations only bar applicants 
with felony drug or alcohol convictions. 
Colton, after all, is still 19. His whole life is 
ahead of him. But if there’s one thing that 
all flying creatures have in common, it’s 


CATCH ME 


IF YOU CAN 
Amessage | 

Colton left after 

his last crime. 


that they don’t like to be cooped up. 

On the evening of February 10th, just 
a week after Pam and Harley speculat- 
ed that Colton might surrender, a Cir- 
rus SR22 took off from Anacortes Air- 
port, located right across the sound from 
Orcas Island. The plane’s transponder 
was squawking loud and clear, and Whid- 
bey Island Naval Air Station - which was 
keeping an eye out for possible incursions 
into airspace surrounding the Winter 


In the fall of 2008, Luke finally got back 
in touch and moved Kesha into a spare 
bedroom in his Beverly Hills mansion. 
“I have to say, he came through on every- 
thing he promised me,” she says. Occa- 
sionally theyd jet off to Sweden to work 
on tracks with Luke’s mentor Max Mar- 
tin. One of her first projects was the hook 
to Flo Rida’s “Right Round”; shortly after 
that, they recorded “Blah Blah Blah.” 
“That's the first time she started talk- 
rapping, in a Blondie-esque sort of way,” 
says Dr. Luke. “It’s something none of the 
other girls can do.” 

Luke commissioned Ke$ha to write a 
feel-good party song about hanging out 
with her girlfriends, which became “Tik 
ToK.” The lyric “Wake up in the morning 
feeling like P. Diddy” came from her stay 
at the Opry. “The house was haunted, and 
I hated sleeping alone,” she says. “So I'd 
invite my friends over to crash with me. 
One morning I woke up surrounded by 
hot chicks.” These days, Ke$ha —- who cur- 
rently lives in Pebe’s Nashville home when 
she’s not on the road (“I think I'll live there 
until I become an adult,” she says) - pre- 
fers to wake up alone. “My last boyfriend 
smashed my heart into a million billion 
pieces, she says. “I’ve had no father fig- 
ure, and I had finally trusted a man. If 
I were to get involved with another guy, 
he'd have to be pretty much the Second 
Coming.” 


Olympics in Vancouver — tracked the tiny 
plane closely. The pilot, unaware of tem- 
porary FAA guidelines established just for 
the Olympics, had failed to turn his radio 
to the designated frequency. The plane, 
which was weaving erratically, eventually 
passed out of range without incident. The 
pilot - who police now believe was Colton 
- flew back to the scene of his first flight, 
Orcas Island Airport. 

It was his best landing yet. 

Airport manager Beatrice von Tobel 
saw the plane the next morning. The only 
damage was some mud in one of the wheel 
cowlings, probably caused by veering into 
the ditch between the strip and taxiway at 
the end of his landing. “If he had taxied in 
and tied the plane up, I wouldn't have even 
thought twice about seeing it,” she says. 

The town of Eastsound wasnt so lucky. 
After exiting the plane, Colton made his 
way downtown, where he allegedly bur- 
glarized the Homegrown Market & Deli. 
He took not only $1,200 in cash and a 
cheesecake - one of the items from his 
elaborate art collage - but also some chalk. 
He used it to write a message. After all, he 
was now an outlaw, with 20,000 Facebook 
fans to please, from countries as far away 
as Turkey and Mozambique. He drew 39 
giant footprints on the red concrete floor, 
a trail that led right to the store's entrance. 
There, he also wrote a note: 


C-YA! @ 


“A «OT THE PALM SPRINGS CONVEN- 
Aww Center, Ke$ha emerges in a 
zebra-striped spandex bodysuit. 
Accompanied by two girls who DJ and 
play key-tar and a guy alternating on bass 
and guitar, she races through a half-hour 
set. “This one’s about boys who talk too 
fucking much,’ she says, introducing “Blah 
Blah Blah.” During “Take It Off,” a song 
inspired by a visit to a tranny bar in L.A.’s 
Koreatown, she crawls around the stage 
like a predator, ending the song with a 
flying karate kick. Like Ke$Sha herself, her 
live show is a work in progress. Two weeks 
later, on SNL, her performance of “Tik 
ToK” — flanked by dudes in spacesuits — is 
widely derided as amateurish. “I was happy 
with the way it turned out,” she says. “Fuck 
eynicism. Fuck the cynics. They can say 
whatever they want, because I'll be the one 
in the corner with my laser gloves having 
a dance party.” @ 
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AND EDITS 8 FILMS IN THE MOST INTENSIVE HANDS-ON PROGRAM 
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...ForMoms 
who ROCK! 


Outrider Jewelry 


Heavy, fine quality hand made jewelry 

in sterling silver and 14k gold. 

This is the ring your grandkids will fight over. 
Available in sterling silver, 14 and 18 karat. 
1-800-895-1244 

www.Outriderj.com 
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Love is a Rose 


Your loving message custom imprinted on 
the petals of a real rose preserved forever in 
gold or platinum from $79.95. 

Let the rose speak from your heart. 
630-668-6607 


www.loveisarose.com 








40% Off Stylish 


For Moms That Rock 
Save 15% Sitewide 


Make her Mother's Day rock with a 
beautiful bouquet from 
FTD. We deliver _ 

the world’s 
finest, freshest 
flowers with 
a7 Day 
Satisfaction 
Guarantee, 
Order today and 
save 15% sitewide. 
Don't wait - Mother's Day 
is Sunday, May 9th! 
1-800-SEND-FTD 

code 20220 

Visit us at: = 
www.FTD.com/rollingstone 








Mothers Day Flowers and Gifts Starting at $19.99 


Great for Mother’s 
Day or any day 


Over 13,000 genuine brand name 
fragrances, skincare, haircare, and 
makeup. Discounts up to 70% off retail 
prices. GET 15% OFF your entire 

order. Use coupon code RSTNE at 
checkout. Free Shipping on orders over 
$70. Redeem at www.fragrancenet.com or 


call 1-800-PARFUMS. 
www.FragranceNet.com 
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Stamping and 
Correspondence 


Shop our collection of custom designer 
stamps including licensed characters 
exclusively at expressionery.com. Be a gifted 
giver with personalized note cards, memo 
pads and more including our popular 
build-your-own stick figure families. 

Use code ‘momrockstoo’ at checkout and 
save big! Offer expires 7/31/2010. 


www.Expressionery.com/momrockstoo 
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Mother’s Heart 
Personalized 
Birthstone Bracelet 


This hand-crafted 744” bracelet is plated in 
gleaming sterling silver and personalized just 
for you. Each child’s name is engraved on a 
heart charm that also features a Swarovski 
crystal birthstone. The hearts are paired with 
matching roundels that sparkle with more 
crystal birthstones. A treasured keepsake or a 
great gift, order today at 1-866-768-6517. 


www. bradfordexchange.com/gift 





Summer Must Haves! 


These Lariats allow you to change your 
look on a whim. Add your own beads 
to these necklaces and create a look all 
your own. These fabulous pieces are the 
accessories you didn't know you were 
missing. *Beads sold separately. Enter 
promo code: RS0510 at checkout to 
receive Free Shipping! 402-926-3479 


www.elisailana.com 
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Mother’s Day 


Gift Idea 


Surpise mom with a “Family Birthstone 
Pendant Necklace”. Pendant is 
handcrafted with sterling silver and 

set with Austrian birth crystals. Our 
artist can engrave up to 5 names with 
corresponding birthstones. A very special 
gift to keep your family close to your 
heart. Order now and save 5% off - 

enter coupon RSMOMS5. 866-895-3198. 


www.NeckCharms.com 


Students tracking in 
Full Sail’s Studio A. 


Master's Master's 


Creative Writing 


Education Media 
Design & Technology 


Entertainment Business 


Entertainment Business 
Game Design 


Bachelor's 
Computer Animation 
Digital Arts & Design 


Entertainment Business: 
with a Sports Management 


Entertainment Business Flective Track 
Film Internet Marketing 
Game Art Media Design 
Game Development Bachelor's 


Music Business Computer Animation 
Recording Arts 
Show Production 


Web Design & Development 


Entertainment Business 
Game Art 

Game Design 
Associate's Graphic Design 
Graphic Design 
Recording Engineering 


Internet Marketing 

Vlusic Business 

Music Production 

Web Design & Development 


Winter Park, FL 
800.226.7625 + 3300 University Boulevard 
Financial aid available to those who quality * Career development assistance 


Accredited University, ACCS 


; r 
Mae Oe ee 


24/7 Facility access. 
Because inspiration doesnt keep banker's hours. 
And neither should your music school. 
The recording studio is a 24/7 life, but when it’s your music, 
time doesn't matter. Musicians Institute's Audio Engineering 
Program is the place to launch your engineering and producing 
career. Record your own music, manage your own sessions, 
and bulid your creative and professional network within M's 
unique all-music environment. Sleep now, while you still can. 


Call 1-600-255-7529 to join our next open house and experience 
M's world-renowned hands-on education for yoursell. 


Aucio Engineering Program at Mil sudioengineering.miLedu 
Musicians Institute Offers Programs in: 
Bass | Guiter | Drums | Keyboards | Voice | Audio Engineering 
Independent Artist Development | Music Business | Film | Guitar-Making 


Financial ald available to ihose who qualify. 
GCaroer and Artist Devolopmont Services available to all students. accredited sy NaS 





ROCK AND ROLL HALL OF FAME AND MUSEUM 
Director of Archival Collecting 


fo 


ROCK 4N0 ROLL 


HALL OF Fae + MUSEUM 


The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and Museum, the world’s first museum dedicated to 
the living heritage of rock and roll music, is currently seeking candidates for the 
position of Director of Archival Collecting. Reporting to the Vice President of 
Exhibitions and Curatorial Affairs, the Director of Archival Collecting is responsible 
for the acquisition of archival materials for the Museum’s Library and Archives from 
inductees, artists and individuals in the music industry. In addition, this person will 
work on building and strengthening the Museum's relationships with inductees, artists 
and the music industry. 


The qualified candidate must possess a minimum of ten years experience in the music 
business, with a strong emphasis on established meaningful relationships in the music 
industry. Extensive knowledge of rock and roll and its related music forms is required. 
A Bachelor degree in related field is preferred. Must have the ability to professionally 
interact with major artists, performers, managers and agents. 


For consideration send resume and cover letter detailing your qualifications along with 
salary history to: Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and Museum, 1100 Rock and Roll 
Boulevard, Cleveland, OH 44114-1022, Attn: Human Resources — Director of 
Archival Collecting or e-mail at hr@rockhall.org or fax to: (216) 515-1998. To see the 
detailed job description, please visit www.rockhall.com/careers. 


The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame and Museum is an equal opportunity employer and 
Drug Free Workplace. 
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Come to a place where smoking costs far less. Try Warrior Filtered Cigars. 
More tobacco * More taste * Native American * Made in USA 





PATUBAL MEATAOL 





a Se aOP 


By : _ MARLBORO SKYDANCER 
/ rmircere rite Tbs eueresan $46.99 .... $21.99... 
CicGans Cicgans rr Cicdaas 


WARRIOR FILTER CIGARS $12.99 carton 


$10.00 OFF 


Your First Order! Use Code: RST-41E 
3 Carton Minimum * Expires: 7/31/10 








Your best source for low tobacco prices on 100+ brands! 


FILTERED CIGARS 


Pe 8am — 10pm, Mon - Fri and 9am - 5 pm, Sat - Sun EST 
= i 
—~ = 
ee www.OrderSmokesDirect.com 
a ry ] ' iL 
VC SMOKES URC) = 1-866-215-1069 : 
SURGEON GENER Ne: WARNING: QUITTING SMOKING NOW GREATLY REDUCES SERIOUS RISKS TO YOUR HEALTH a = , | pe = 
ps, PRICES SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTIC UU 3 


Must be at least 27 years old to order. Buyer responsible for payment of all applicable tobacco tax: 


Smile Train provides free = ‘ 
cleft surgery which takes ...one of the most 


iu | sis | 
Oi All site (Good | DYerere sy | | as little as 45 minutes and pr oductive charities — 


costs as little as $250. dollar for ( leed — 


_ You D O ln Your Entire Life.) It gives desperate in the world ii 


| children not just a new PE Alsen: Fak Soiree 
smile—but a new life. 


Help children with clefts and other pro blems. 
| $250 Surgery. [1$125 Half surgery 1350 Medications. (C$ 


~ Mr/Mrs/Ma. 

Vehiliress (lily 
Telephone eMail 
Credit Carel # 

'TIvina FIMasterCand CIAMEX OIDiscover Signature 

CO My check is enclosed 


Smile Train, P.O. Box 96211, Washington, DC 20090-6211 , 


7.10051085ZHHY 11 


Tionsies coitiow cemeteeieade org 


or - 800-932-9541 


& SmileTr ain 


& hanging The World One Soule L Time. 


According to the U.S. Goverment, women who plan to have a child should be sure to take sufficient levels of folic 
acid (400 micrograms per day} during pregnancy to help prevent neural tube defects and reduce the risk for cleft 
lip and palate. When folic acid is taken one month before conception and throughout the first trimester, it has been 
proven to reduce the risk for neural tube defects by 50 to 70 per cent. Foods to avoid may include raw or undercooked 
seafood, beef, pork or poultry; delicatessen meats; fish that contain high levels of mercury; smoked seafood; fish 
exposed to industrial pollutants; raw shellfish or eggs; soft cheeses; unpasteurized milk; pate; caffeine; alcohol; 
and unwashed vegetables, For more information, visit www.SmileTrain.org. Smile Train is a 507 {c)(3) nonprofit rec- 
ognized by the IRS, and all donations to Smile Train are tax-deductible in accordance with IRS reguiations. © 2070 Smile Train 








TO ADVERTISE CALL KAYLA RAVITZ 212-484 3418 


Sumo Lounge 


Chill like a rock star... the ultimate place 
to jam starts with the world’s most 
comfortable bean bag chair from Sumo 
Urban Lounge Gear. Choose microsuede 
or future-ific fabrics in the hottest colors 
to funkify your pad. Free shipping, 100% 
satisfaction guarantee, and up to 50% off 
our competitors prices. 











T-shirt Quilts 

Campus Quilt Company turns your tshirts 
into an awesome new quilt. Get those hard- 
earned shirts out of your closet and off your 
back! We do all of the work and make it easy for 


you to have at-shirt quilt in as few as two weeks. 


As featured on the Today Show, Rachael Ray 
Show, and Real Simple. Mention you saw us in 
Rolling Stone for $10 off. 502.968.2850 





Your Children’s Names! 
Perfect for Mother's Day! Life Names™ 
feature Your Childrens Names (up to 4 
names). Design yours online today! 
Money-back guarantee and free resize. 

Rings $169. Pendants $189. Bracelets $199. 
Order by May 6th for Mother’s Day! Find 


us on Facebook. For more styles and designs. 
visit ww WetG rl ifecom cdg t4f99 


P CREATIONS 


WELSY FOR LIFE 


oan 





For People with Lips! 
ChopSaver, a special all-natural lip balm 
developed for musicians and their unique 
lip care issues, is now being discovered 

by all kinds of people. See why we re 
Musician Tested, Doctor Recommended. 
Visit online for stores or to purchase. 

Enter CHOPS when you order and get 

10% off in addition to our regular discounts. 


pee wlth Lis 


Rockabilia.com 


With over 60,000 items to choose from, 
Rockabilia.com offers the largest selection of 
music merchandise you will findon the Web - 
period. From t-shirts, longsleeves & hoodies 
to posters, patches and rare collectables, you 
wont find this stuff any where else - trust us. 
Make us your source! Enter code PC2IORS at 
checkoutand receive 15% off your order through 
5/15/2010. You may also place an order or 
request a free 120-page catalog at 1-952-556-1121. 





Get Athena Pheromones 
and Get More Affection 


Unscented ¥ f 
lragrance additives \ 
lor men and women Sas 





Pour unscented liquid pheromones into 
your favorite fragrance and boost your 
sexual attractiveness. Published science 
proves this trade secret formula works for 
3 out of 4. Created by Dr. Winnifred Cutler, 
the biologist who co-discovered human 
pheromones in 1986. As featured on ABC's 
20/20 and Fox News. 4-6/mo supply from 
$98.50 Call 610-827-2200 or click: 





Slingshottshirts.com 


1000's of Super Hero, Rock & Roll, Hip Hop, 
Movie and Classic T'V show T-Shirts available. 
Featuring Tees by Junk Food! Use Coupon 
= STON I and receive 10% oH your order. 





A Full Head of Hair 
in 30 Seconds! 


Over 2 million people rely on Toppik* 
to make their thinning hair look thick, 
full & natural. 

Toppik fibers are easy to apply and blend 
instantly with your own hair. They wont 
run, smear or stain and come in & shades. 
Works for both men and woman. 

Try it for 30 days or return for a full refund. 
Only $21.95 

|- 800 T-H-I-C-K-E-N (1-800-844-2536) 
media code: RS510 





BEFORE 


AFTER 


Make T-Shirts Online. 
Save SS. Customink.com 


Customize shirts for your group, team, 
business, event, or band with our fun & easy 
design lab. Huge collection of tees, sweats, 
and more plus an extensive selection of fonts 
and images. Get free help at 877.295.3612. 
Get free delivery and save 510 on 6 or more 
items — enter code STONEO513 at checkout. 
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ii Justin Bieber 
My World 2.0 - REMG/Island 
2 ch MGMT 
Congratulations - Columbia 
. . z #4 Lady Antebellum 
11°'U NES TOP COLLEGE RA 1b) Ce) Need You Now - capitol Nashville 
10 TRACKS TOP 10 ALBUMS 4 2 Usher 
Raymond v Raymond - LaFace/Jive 
1 B.o.B 1 Gorillaz § (©! coheed and Cambria 
“Nothin’ on You” - Grand Hustle “Blastic Beach” - Virgin Year of the Black Rainbow - Columbia 
: G6 5 NOW 33 
2 Train 2 Dum Dum Girls Various Artists - universal/EMi/Sony Music 
“Hey, Soul Sister” - Columbia “I Will Be” - sub Pop 7 a Lady Gaga 
3 Taio Cruz 3 Sheand Him Wiad ei ee 
“Break Your Heart” - island “Volume Two" - Merge - ee eoate = hese it ts Bieber 
4 B.0.B 4 Broken Bells Animal = KemosaherReA A blitz of media appear- 
“Airplanes” - Grand Hustle “Broken Bells” - Columbia 9 6 aire ances - including SNL - 
ill Standing -J Sy 
er and the hit single “Baby” 
5 Rihanna 5 Dr. Dog 10 3 Justin Bieber . 6 : Y 
“Rude Boy” - SRP/Def lam “shame, Shame” - Anti My World (EP) - ranc,/stand have helped Bieber’s de- 
11 ©™ Jeff Beck but LP occupy the Number 
6 MGMT Emotion & Commotion - arco One spot for three weeks. 
“Congratulations” - columbia 12 19 Sade 
Soldier of Love - Epic 
7 Sharon Jones and = 
the Dap-Kings 13 11 eee 
“| Learned the Hard Way” Battle of the Sexes - DTP/Def Jam 
= apinae 14 13 ‘Black Eyed Peas 
h at The E.N.0. - WillLi.am/interscope 
8 The Apples in Stereo 
ep in Space and Time” - 15 20 Zac Brown Band 
Ven Ror H The Foundation - Roar/Bigger Picture! 
y Home Grown/Atlantic 
9 Goldfrapp 16 3 Sree | 
“Head First” - Mute Sa St De ard 
17 © Natalie Merchant 
SUsner 10 Free Energy Leave Your Sleep -Big city sisters/ MGMT Break Out 
OMG?” - LaFace/live “Stuck on Nothing” - Nonesuch The Brooklyn psych-rock 
7 Kegha slat shel 1s ™™ Jason Castro duo’s 2007 debut never 
“Your Love Is My Drug” - Jason Seo UALIE USE cracked the Top 20, but 
Kemosabe/RCA 19 © DJ Holiday and Gucci Mane their out-there follow-up 
Burrrprint(2) HD - 1017 Brick Squad/Asylum Id 66.000 z in t 
T] mr 50 copies In its 
8 Jason Deriilo | 20 ° Erykah Badu anes , : p 
In My Head” - Beluga Heights New Amerykah Part Two: Return of te ears 
The Ankh - contro! Freag/Universal Motown 
9 Adam Lambert ) 
; : ¥ 21 = #18'~ = Lady Gaga 
Whataya Want From Me” - RCA The Fame Monster (EP) - streamline/ 
z 5 RonLive/Cherrytree/interscope 
a“ ae ee 22 14 ~~ Alan Jackson 
Sey ees = ; Freight Train - Arista Nashville 
COPYRIGHT © 2010 ITUNES COPYRIGHT © 2010 CMJ NETWORK INC. 17 Marvin Sa 
p 
Here | Am - Verity 
24 12 Jakob Dylan 
Women and Country - Columbia 
25 26 ~~ Taylor swift P 
From the \ ault Fearless - Big Machine C&C Music Factory 
} | 26 21 ~ #4=2-Rihanna Coheed and Cambria’s 
RS 186, May 8th, 1975 JRE IRE fifth LP is ambitious even 
ar 15 eres Jones and the for prog: It’s a prequel 
Dap-Kings - 
TOP 10 SINGLES Tt Learned the Hard Way - paptone leak part ane 
Wars rock opera that be- 
mm LauraBell Bundy : 
1 Tony Orlando and Dawn 28 Achin' and Shakin’ lee Nashville gan with their 2002 debut. 
“He Don't Love You (Like | Love 
You)” - Elektra 29 © $Straight No Chaser 
THE NATLE OF CHEF With a Twist - Arco/Arlantic 
2 Freddy Fender PLRKPS URW ks 30 2° Gorillaz 
[eet the Next Teardrop Falls” - fa B 5 | Plastic Beach - virgin 
3 B.J. Thomas a 7 31 24 Michael Bublé — 
“(Hey Won't You Play) Another EBAY SEES 2 eae 
Somebody Done Somebody Wrong 327 25 Lil Wayne 
Song” - ABC a Rebirth - cash Money/Universal Motown 
4 Ozark Mountain aera ox 33 22 Jimi Hendrix 
Daredevils vans of Neptune - Experience Hendrix, 
“Jackie Blue” - Aan acl 
__“Jackie Blue” -48 Guitar God Reborn 
5 Earth, Wind and Fire 34 27 She and Him 
“Shining Star” - Columbia Volume Two - Merge Beck's 10th solo album 
q oo. r ay . 
35 77 AdamLambert - featuring Joss Stone 
6 The Blackbyrds On the Cover For Your Entertainment - 19/RcA Sia ieee a ae 
“Walking in Rhythm” - Fantasy reer Si eae eee : = 
“Alice Cooper's music is a form 36 20 MirandaLambert Rainbow” - sold 26,000 


7 The Elton John Band 
“Philadelphia Freedom” - mca 


Revolution - Columbia (Nashville) 
37 31 #£«x35TreySongz 


of entertainment that's a fad 
right now. It’s going to go the 


copies in its first week, a 
career best. 









































8 Carpenters way of psychedelic rock and Ready - Song Book/Atlantic ; 
“Only Yesterday” - A&M Sixties protest songs. Alice 38 35 Carrie Underwood — 0 chart position on April 2Ist, 2010 

9 Leo Sayer read me saying that once lay Of ie/arita Nashiie 00 Chart position on April 14th, 2010 
“Long Tall Glasses (| Can Dance)” and said he'd be around long 39 57 Glee: Season One: ET) New Entry t Greatest Gainer 
ee enough to piss on my flowers The Music Volume 1 ee Kini 

| k ith odi t & P Y : Soundtrack - 20th Century Fox TV/Columbia Copyright 2 2010 
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“| Don't Like to Sleep Alone” 40 34 AliciaKeys Mediainc.Reprinted LOU 
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EXPLORE MORE EXCEPTIONAL DRINKS AT FACEBOOK.COM /ABSOLUT 


meagsenice ACAI SOUR 
Mix 2 parts ABSOLUT® BERRI ACAI 
wih ere mole syrup ond 

Fesh lemon ivice. Shake and terve 


straight up. Garnish with blueberries 


CO., NEW YORK, NY. 
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ABSOLUT? BEREI ACA). VODKA WITH NATURAL ACA! BLU 


ENJOY WITH ABSOLUT RESPONSIBILITY? 


Sntroducing 


ABSOLUT BERRI ACAI 


An enticing combinalion of act, blucbervy, and pomeguanile 


ecause an Exceplional ‘Dink Pegins with lhe Seifect Blend 


IN AN ABSOLUT WORLD 





